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BALL AD. 


iN THE WHIM OF THE MOVENT. 


—— — 
— — 


1 vow 1 thought you, at firſt ſight, 
A moppet, a baboon, a fright, 
Or ſome hube-biin of the night, 


That guiity creetures Waken : 


With nee ant clin the ram's harus curl'd, 
And Lrows in fu; rower wrinkles fuil'd, 
Well, tis amavang in this world, 


Ilow one niay be wiittaken: 


117 
For now T fee, with half an ce, 
You are not old, nor male awry, 
Nor do your ſhamblin trotors vly, 
As if by paliy haben: 


vol. tf, 2 
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You're young as Garemede and fair, 
Narciſius had not {uch an air, 


Well, "tis amazing I declare, 


How one niay be miſtaken. 


RALT.APN. 


Once on a time to mighty ſore, 
Complaints came from afar, 
From men of unſucceſsful love, 

. Miſcarriages in war : 


Ih law the want of equity, 
Of mirth at city feaſts, 
Of pathos in their poetry, 
And of good works in prieſts. 


So loud and clam'rous were theſe clods, 


That Jove, ne'er left at reſt, 


. Conven'd a ſynod of the gods, 


And Bacchus *moungſt the reſt : 
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He, merry wag, knew what on earth 
Thus cauſed them to repine, 

Aud inftant ſent them genuine mirth, 
Caſk'd up in tons of wine. 


111. 
The lover drank and eas'd his care, 
Heroes grew high in fame, 
A comely paunch maik'4 each Lord Mayor, 
And lawyers juſt became. | 


Bards ſung divine, prieſts put up prayers, 
For ſuch a blefling given, 

And Bachus to this day declares, 
There's no ſuch drink in heaven. 


BALLAD. 


—_Jx 


WuHen laſt in the Dreadfil your honour ſet ſail, 
On Newfoundland banks, there came on a hard gate, 
There was thunder, red ligthening, and cold whiſtling 
hail, 


Enough the old gemman to ſcare ; 
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Onc who threaten'd your life, daf\\'d below by a wave, 
Your own hand 1 faw e ſnateh'd from a watery grave; 
And you ſaid 'twas well dence, for that ili}! with the 
| brave i 
The nobleſt of glor,'s to Hare. 


11. 
When vard aun and yard arm Jong fide of a fer, 
When the bl. from the ſcuppers raid on us below, 
When crippled enunch to be taken in tow, 


Jo rike we tiw Mounfeeur prepare: 


If a broadudde blow, or: volle A. OY Cy 

The mon wore all ready to give ber tor loves 

Lo: vii has vour honour creed not a hand move, 
Auero's true giiry's to parc. | 


1 


— .. — — —᷑ — ſ ˙— x- — — _ - 


a — w— —— -— — x ——— — — R 


\ I. p 
Ui — 
. A. 4 . 1 
| Fax from firif: and lovOs alarms, 
| | Wit joyous heart, amd mad at cate 


Tune was when reſigles clas, 


} Bacchus knew the way to pleaie, 
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When while the merry glee vent round, 
__ Gaily Iſa ech min; Pals, 
Nor ever had 1 heard a foun.! 

Like the (vet tinkling of the claſs, 


My flak new broke, and ſpiit my wine, 
For Cupid Bachus' joys I quit, 

The myrtle kills the blighted vine, 
And love, turn'd Fate, cries out ſubmit. 


BALLAD. 


1 wexr to ſca with heavy heart, 
Of her 1 loy'd the worn, 
Yet from my thoughts did neter depart 


Her image, nigiit or mern: 


Storms lour'd, waves roli'd, and lightning ev, 
Yet did 1 witli ro live, 

St] wilting, for my poor heart was true, 
Jo forget and to forgive. | 


"8 


Di.D.N'S SELECTED SONGS. 


If. 


The fr word, when on Nugliſh ground, 


I ſocke was her ſalie name, 
Ard ſoon upon cnquery found 
Fer {candai flies: — her thame : 


Sue lov'd a youth before the wind, 


Who cut and let her dive; 


Avaſt, cried I, twere now too kind, 


Io forget and to forgiye. 


111. 
While of theſe thoughts my mind was full, 
Wdile averſe hopes and fears, 
Like winds did this aud that way pull, 
She came to me in tears: 


Down went my colours, and I ſwore 
For her alone I" live, 


| Kiſs'd her, and promis'd o'er and o'er, 


To forget and to forgive. 


— — 8 — 
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BALLAD. 


Tur boatſwiin calls, the wind is fair, 
The anchor heaving, 
Our iwectheurts leaving, 
We to duty mult repair, 
Where our ſtations well we Know: 


Caſt off halliards from the cleets, 
tand by wall, clear all the ſheets; 

Cone nv bg. >, 

Your hand kes poiſe, 

Ard give on general huzza : 

Yet ſighin az you pulf away, 

For the teu a.hore that flow, 

Jo the wi:l.is et us Bo, 
With yo heave ho! 


11. 
The archor coming now apeak, 
Ii the ſhip, thiivaug, 
Be ont driving, 
1hat we the tep'ting weeks muſt ſeek, 
And back the tu wy -lail well we know: 


Q 
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A pleaſing duty! from aloft 
We Faintly fee thoſe charms were oft, 


When» returning, 


With rafton burning, 

Ve fonte waz, thole eyes that frem 
In part: - v ith big tears to ſty eam; 
Put come, leſt ours as felt thould flow, 
To the Windlaſs once more go, 


With yo heave ho! 


111 


Now the ſhip is unler weigh, 


The brccze ſo willing, 

1 he canvaſs filling. 

The yr iſt triangle cracks the ſtav, 
So taught to haul the ſheet we Know : 


And now in trim we cat'y ſail, 

1 ke maſſy beam receives the gale, 
While fred trim duty 

To his beauty, 

Left on the lels' nine f. oe afar, 

A fervent i heaes every tar, 


To tha:.k thoſe tcars from hum that flow, 


Thar mom his true love he thow!d go, 
Win vo heave ho! 


—ͤ——o— — —— — — — 


— — — — ͤ nö! — 


/ 
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BALLAD. 


IN THE LONG ODDS, 


_— —᷑——ʒ—ͤ—ͤ h KF 
—— — 


AND did you heir what ſad difafter, 
Poor Peg of Mlapledou n befel ? 

For love that ſtouteſt hearts can matter, 
Alas! that thoſe who love ſo well, 


In ſorrow's train 

Should mourn in vain: 
Her ſtory does ſuch grief impel, 
That woe is me the while I tell. 


11. 

She lov'd a youth of honeſt Kindred ; 
At church behold the happy pa'r; 

And aſk what *twas their bliis that hinder d, 
For he was young, and the was fair: 


Accurs'd be wars, 
Ard party jars, 
Why muſt the handſome danger ſhare! 
Alas] it fills we with defy air. 
YOL, 11. C 
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117. 
Onward to his liege jora's dwelling 
A rebel rout had cit their way; 
What ſhrieks enſued! and whita ye ling ' 
Forhe a true man mult away ; 


He ſwore the fight 

Would end ere night, 

And he'd return with garlands gay, 
Sweet trophics for his wedding day. 


IV, 
Night came, and ſaw the vouth returning ? 
Accurs'd be war's deſtructive knife; 
She ran to claſp, with puſſion burning, 
Her wedded lord—wyepriv'd of life! 


Oh cruel ſpight, 
What! not one night, 
Is not her tile with miſery rife? 
At once a maidun and a wife. 


. 
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BALLAD. 


IN THE LONG ODDS, 


— 


—— — 


A ſailor, and an honeft heart, 

Like ſhip and heim, are neter apart, 
For, huw ſhould one ſtem wind and tide 
If tother ſhould refuſe to gude? 

With that the freely cuts the waves. 


And fo the tar, 

When claſhing waves around him jar, 
Confuits his heart, and dungers braves 
Where duty calls; nor aiks for more 
Than grog aboard, and girl aſhore. 


II. 


"Tis not a thouſand leagues from home 
More horrid that te billows foam? 
Tis not that gentler is the breeze 
In channel than in d:{tunt ſeas; 
Danger ſurrounds him far and near: 


But honeſt tar, | 
Though winds and water round him jar, 
Conſults his heart, and ſcorns to fear, 
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The riſks he runs endears him more 
To grog aboard, and girl aſhore. 


111. 
"Tis not that in the hotteſt fight 
Th: murd'rous ball will fooner hght 
On that than any other ſpot, 
To face the cannon is his lot; 
te muſt of danger have his ſhare: 


But honeſt tar, 

T hog) fire, and winds, and water jar, 
Contuits his heart, and ſh kes vil cart: 
And when the battle's heut is o'er, 

In grog aboard, drinks g'rl aſhore. 


BALLAD. 


IN ARVEST HOME, 


— — — 


** Py „. | 2 4 | 
Yorwnrs, here's ſuch a coil! I am none of your poor 
Peity variets, who flatter, and crinve, and procure ; 

IIa freeman, a lbb, a king on his throne, 
T3 x * ; 1 1 : < 
ver i ve chattles, aud goods, and ſtrong Leer of my own: 
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| Beſides, tis a rule that good fellows ne'er fail 


To let any thing wait but the geneious ale. 


WY 
My intereſt I love; thee I love too, good wife, 
But fill love better a jovial lire: 
And for thee, or my lady, with duty devout, 
lei run to Old Nick, when the dobbin's drank out. 


But, 'tis always a rule that good fellows ne'er fail 
To let any thing wait, but the generous ale. 


— 


—— 
—— — 


B ALLAD. 


IN HARVEST HOME, 


— — — ——_— 


AN, Pat, did you leave your poor Unah to mourn ! 
lat and troth, my dear jewel, | 
Now was it nut cruel! 

Oh come brck again, or vou'l! never return 
lo chear me when Pm broben hearted. 


Straight forward I look when aruund me ſo gay 


I'd a pleafwe tn tiling 


While Patrick was liniling, 


——_—_———_—_— — —- 
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The ſun ſhined, though | 'twas cloudy, the while we 
made hay, | 
For den Pat and I had not parted, 


11. 
Fach bird while it's ſinging may ſhut up its throat: 
I u won't look at the thiſtle, 
Where goldfinches Whiſtle, 
For though they all ſhun me, I don't hear a note, 
How can 1, while thus broken hearted ? 


The cows m: ay courant it, the ſheep friſk and play, 
Lambs and kidlings be dancing, 
And ſkipping, and prancing, 

For though they're beſide me, they're all gone away , 
Since Patrick and Unah are parted. 


— — ———— — — — — — — — — * — — —?— 0 
— — — — ——— 12 ——-— — T 13 = ; — 


SONG. 


IN HARVEST HOME. 


Awa v, pale fear and ghaſtly terror! 
Fly, at a parent's voice away ! 

CorreQ ing every youthiul error, 
She deigns to bid, and 1 ubey 


KW 
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A;.4 Oh, mv heart! thou murmur ft treaſon, 
Perturb'd and frichten'd thus, to move; 
This C2cri&ce I ma' e to reaſon, 


Lit „per futt'rer, an! approve! 


Gi 


IN HARVUFTST HOME. 


 Tnorcn I am humble, mean, and poor, 
Yet faith am I Giſariuiny: 


Aud one ma ee the n t 
* 


This litt'e nmnoeint, for =» lake, 


1 pra. Ver be cv} . 


3 hs tri.cf 1.21145 5 Tat we take 


| Arc 1A. C al 2 1100 „irn 


» a - © * —8 0 


11. 
Ie „etch, with all his pri, 
IE a 1ch ater? 
cure dots t et aut), 


* $ * w # 


— 


3 5 
„4440. 4 


3 0 l 
No maxim ca. ot Micr. 
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H- who is bleſt for his own ſake, 
Fait is himſelf deceiving : 

The trueſt pleaſures that we take, 

Are thoſe that we are giving. 


——_— 


BALLAD. 


IN THE ISLANDERS. 


— —— 


Txv1y friend Gil thou chooſeſt well, 
Taking a helpmate homely, 


For often times ſad tales they tell, 


Of wives who are too comely: 


But cheer thee Perez, and be gay, 
From furniſh'd brows exempted, 
For how caa ſhe e er go aſtray 
Who never will be tempted. 


11. 

For thieves do never rob the poor, 
A pe bble's nc a jewel, 

Fruits do not blodem on a moor, 
Fire Lui ns not w.thout fuel: 
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Up with thy heart then Gil, be gay, 
From furniſhed brows exempted, 
Thy wife can never g0 att rav, 
For ſhe will ne'er be tempted. 


-- 
— y 


BALI AD. 


IN THE ISLAND7RS 


— — 


Au let not an inſtant of life paſs in vain, 
The moments eſcape us, and age brings on pat, 
Life's to precious, too fugitive joy, 
The flowers which yeſterday Zephyr diſcloſed, 
Droop'd their heads on tneir ſtaiks before Phacbus repos'd, 
1 hus one ſingle day ſerves to form and deitros, 


Then think not of ought but the mom nt that flics. 
To learn to be happy's to learn to be witz, 
Seize pleaſure while pleaſure's our own, 
Fear nothing, thou'rt mine, tis allotte-{ above, 
Chance but obeye Fat, and bleſt with thy love, 

I envy no king on his throne, 


-— — 


VOL. 11. I 


The fun, trees, a: 
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BALESD:: 


INR T!fE ISI. ANDERE. 


Tuts ff. a dav's courncy, we nite in the nion, 
1 Wers bur trete 4111: " 
When, j-erhap>, we have mcety cecn ler ont an hot, 


But flap vere o'criaken, aud fouled ma itun : 


1 


To ſhelter then qu ckly, and fee now 'tis wer, 


An. in pretty Loud ſper'ts we £4 out de iet, 
Now up hill, non den, no even, age 
We are covei d with da, and now ses in a uur. 


? 


11. 
Thus we jog on til! &' nor, now wet.an now dry, 
Andn wwe'vcalwrng, and now a clear (kv, 
With the fe, the gos landed, the wine, and the cheer, 


Now reticll'd we wt tor ard to Ct dur Career ; 


But the roads are uneven, we trip, are by med, 
And joited, and ified, and rumbl d and tied, 
Yet we krep a good heart, and our .es ate light, 
In Lopes we thall mect w:ti a guol inn at m git, 
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BALLAD. 


— — — — Efj: 


FoRGIVE me if thus I preſuming 

Come hither your heart to ſurpriie, 

Smile, ſinile, and my hopes re-illumine ; 
But my pardon I read in your eyes: 


No impoſt or the paſſion I own is, 
And heaven what delight could I be 
As truly to you an Adonis, 
As you are a Venus to me. 


11. 
The goods who fo often delighted 

In burrow'd forms, ſome fair nymph to purſue, 
Might confeſs they were never excited 

By an object ſo charming as you. 


No impoſtor, &c, 
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BALLAD. 


Our Jupiter has near his throne, 

Two veſlels which he fiils, 

J he one with benefits alone, 
The other crams with ins: 


From the good veſſel, health, content, 
Plenty and bliſs he gives, 

While from the evil forth are ſent 
Gout, ſtone, and ſcolding wives. 


Tlns to mankind with heedful care, 
In juſt proportion weigh'd, 

The lot to each, each beſt can bear, 
By Jove's decree convey d: 


Unleſs his patience when to rub, 
Juno the devil drives, 
Then he «dlong from the left hand tub, 
G troops of ſcolding wives. 
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111. 

Of this complaint on me, like air, 
From men (till paſſed away, 
Till that ſame type of Juno there 
Let looſe her tongue to-day : 


But now entreating Jove I'll go, 
To chequer not their lives 
With any other ſpot of woe, 
Who're plagu'd with ſcolding wives. 


BALLAD. 


IN TME ODDITIES, 


CELIA's an angel, by her face 
The rote and liiy's ſhamed, 

The treſſes of love's queen, for grace, 
With her's can ne'er be named: 


The gods, ciicd one, that face with care 
Formed in their beſt of humours, 
What pity *tis both face and hair 
Were bought at the perfumer's. 


22 
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11. 
Celia has {worn to love t14] death , 
For words ſo full of bliſs, 
I could have long'd, but for her breath, 
To ſteal an ardent Kits: 


Rapture itſelf is poor and cold, 


To joy that the diſcovers, 
What pity ſhe the ſame has told 
To fifty other lovers. 


111. 
Celia is young, behold her mein, 
Alert from top to toe, 
My aunt, favs ſhe, was juſt fiftzen 
Some thirty years ago: 


Thus youth and beauty's beſt delighits 
Sweet Celia are adorning, 

For ſhe a Venus 1s at nights, 
A i\ bil in the morning. 


— 
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BALT.AD. 


—_ 


Tur wind ble hard, the f-2 ran hich, 
3: 6 An \ 16d rav. cross the (ky, 
Al wis fate laſhed, the bow 1 was fing, 


„ca cirel thus Ned Hay'yarl furs: 


A ſa o. lte the life for me, 
He 14ke> his duty mertily, 

It winds can winſtle, he can fing g 
etl fuoijitu ts his friend and king, 
Hegi ictov'd by I the ſli'p, 

And toatts his girl, and inks his flip. 


1 1 . 
Down toplails bovs, the gale comes on, 
To ſtrike tep-gallant vards thy run, 
An! no to hand tlie ſail prepar'd, 
Ned checiful fings upon the yard: 


A {aiior's lie, &c, 
111. 


A lenk, a enk come lads be bo'd, 
Instc's te foot water in the ud, 
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Eager on deck ſce Haulyar'l jump, 
And hark while working at the pump : 


A Cailor's life, &c. 


IV. 
And ſee ! the veſſel nouglit can ſave, 
She ſtrikes and finds a wat'ry grave! 
Yet Ned preſerved, with a few more, 
Sings as he trea 1s a foreign ſhore : 


A ſailor's life, &c. 


V. 
And now—unnumbered perils paſt, 
On land as well as ſea—at laſt 
In t:tters to his Pull and home 
See honeſt Haulyard ſinging come : 


A ſailor's life, &c, 


VI. 


Yet for poor Haulyard what diſgrace, 
Poll ſwears the never ſaw his face ; 

He damins her for a faithleſs ſhe, 

And ſinging goes again to ſca: 


A ſailor's life, &c. 


wr a. 


- OKs | 3 L 
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WELCH BALLAD. 


——̃ H — -- 
— — 


I enay you when vour ſeetheart pouts, 
And fleers, and cuts, 

And glours, and glouts, 

Ne'er mind the porfing of her pio, 

But pout again I pray ven now ; 


Ts it not true that 1-males tu, 

Plague, and perplex 

The other ſex, 

With whimſies in their heads that gro, 
Aud tantilies I pray you now : 


11. 


Tack poor men's peweis, pralus, and hearts, 


Do not their arts, 

Aud whims and ſtarts, 

Plue rifles in their ends: hat crow, 
And jealuulics I pray vou nne: 


Then mind not nonſenſe ot the rale, 
But change your air, 
And ſlia ke off care; 
Nor to their tricks and fancies pow. 
But let them ko I pray you now. 


—— 


—— —— — T—ͤ— — — — A — — oODOAwt 


26 D!BDIIN'S SELECTED SONGS, 


' BALLAD. 


— — — 
- - — 2 


Ix, my hearty, you'd not like a !ubber appear, 


You mult very well Kno how to hand reef and tteer, 
Yet a better manceuvre 'monyſt ſeamen is found, 
Tis the tight little maxim to know] how to ſound: 


Which a ſailor can tell from a bay to a ſhoal, 
But the Leſt fort of ſeunding is fuuncung the bow, 


11. 


I've ſounded at land, and I've ſounded at ſea, 

I've ſounded a-weather, and ſounded a-lee, 

I've ſounded wy quine, at the randivoo houſe, 

And I've founded my purſe without finding a ſouſe: 


What then, we've a brother in each koneſt ſoul, 


And ſailors can ne er want for founding the bowl. 


111. 


All men try for ſoundings wherever they ſteer, 


Yaur nabvbs for ſoundings ſtrive heard in Cape Clear, 
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And there is not a ſoul from the devil to the Pope, 
1] hat could live but for ſounding the Cape of Good 
Hope : | | 


Neo fear then, nor danger our hearts ſhall controul, 
Thongh at fea, we're in ſoundings while ſounding the | 
bowl. | | 


—— 


— — 


B ALLAD. 


— — — — — — 


In which of all thy various joys, 
The tongue of faine fo employs, 
D.ait thou beſt taſte, ſay mighty J we, 
The pure, unmix'd delights of love? 


Not with Europa :—there reco:rſe 

Thou boldly had'ſt to brutal force; 
Her wiſhes took with thee no part, 
She cave her perſon, not ker heart. 


11. 


Not with the beauteous Thehan dame, 
Wien thou aſſumedeſt her huſband's name; 
For, thou ingenious was the whim; 

She knew not thee, but thought of him; 


1 
1 
| 
1 
4 
| 
1 


* = ** * 
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Not then when in a glitt'ring ſhower 
Thou viſit'ſt Danae in the tower: 
The gold prevail'd 'tis true, and ſhe 
Wielded to intereſt, not to thee. 


TIT. 


Nor Semele, whom to obey 


Thou can't in terrible array, 


She, proud one, yielded net to love, 


But to ambition, and to Jove: 


No; 'twas Nine olyne, ſweet fair, 
1 by juys, indeed, were perfect there; 
Jovs hatt thou not, no bard had ſung, 
Fur tence the immortal liters ſprung. 
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BAL.LAD. 


LIKE a Very gailant will I compliment all: 
I muſt leer at and ogle the pretty, 
Tell the thort ones they're neat, and the majeſtic tlie, 're 
tall, | 
And cail the homely ones witty. 


Thus agreeable falſehood ſtill paſſing for truth, 
I ſhai; tickle thor vanity ſhugly, 

Talk of prudeaco to age, and of pleaſure to youth, 
And conſole with a turtuns the ugly. 


11. 


To the pale INI on Jelicote lilies hein, 
Toth flar dQ Ti h d ferthen roſes, 

Cal fquinting a ., un » Cove in a grin, 
Au ' prop, tion wie chins Kits 1th neſes: 


Thus agoce. ve fa loud 07 whtting for truth, 
T':1 T4. "F cat t 4 14 þ 's 3 TUE | | 

That UN ved tu , lat an lean, age and youth, 
And ennie CVE: I. gie. 


—— — —  -  ——” — ' — — — - — — > — 
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BALLAD. 


— — — — —— 
— — ͥ— — — — 


Ir tars of their money are laviſh, 
I ſay, brother, take this wipe flom me, 

*Tis becauſe we're not muck-worms, nor ſlaviſh, 
Like lubbers whu ne'er go lea: 


What's cunnins, and ſuch quivication, 
Ana them flv mancuv es to ve, 

Do be rough i no valuation 
10 hearties who plough the ſalt ſea. 


II. 


As for chenting—!ight weights, and ſhort meaſures, 
And corruption, an! bribery, d'ye ſce, 
Theſe never enubitter the pleaſaures, 
Of good iello s who pluuylithe ſalt ſeas: 


You've aſhore actions, writs, ceT.rar'es, 


And a regiment of c:unſel tu tee, 
Jack knows aot ot ſuch like vagaries 
Ve never truſt lawyers at ſea. 
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TIT. 
"Tis ſaid that with grog and our laTes, 
| Becauſe folly Ciilors are free, 
That money we ſquander like aſſes, 
Which iike horſes we carn'd when at fra : 


But let them {fv this, that, or tath er, 
In one thing they're forc'd to agree, 
Tio:eſt hoarts find a friend and a brother 
in exc!t worthy that plough the ſalt ſc. 


ꝶ—ͤ 


— —— — 


21 


— —— — — 


— — 


| 


GLEE, 


WovLD ve know u here freedom dwells, 
Where jovia! pearts carouſe and ſing, 
Hunt theſe yrots, explre theſe cello, 
Here ey ſubject is a king: 


| Sorieht'y m'r'h :nhahits here, 

And j that kn Ms no Ffileſs pauſe; 

For tow thoiild vie mnt Corrov fear, 

Who Iq. ale our lives o picalur-'s laws ? 
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What's fortune Is it chance or worth ? 
Peuſant and Prince their race muſt run 

Nur is there that poor ſpot on earth 

But's cheriſh'd bv the genial tun. 


——— —— — — —2— — £ — 


— —U— . ——— — 


BAL I. AD. 


IN THE ISLANP IRS. 


— — 


An infant defenceleſe, of ſuccouts bereft, 
On this rude barren wild was Ithrown, 

My ſole ray of comfort I had not been left, 
To brood oer my ſorrows alone: 


To ſee cataracts falling, and hear lions roat, 


On the awful loud war in the deep, 
Is the fate poor Flametta u as borne to deplore, 
Wu en ſhe oft would with K. nder and wecp. 


11. 


To this fe mblage of h rrors enured. 


Mh t yet greater ills cou d one prove, 
Could one think for a heart which had ſo much endured, 
Fate ſhould ſtore up a torment like love. 


ed, 
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YN 


»Tis too much, Fre decreed, an! who ſhall rebate 
Wien bor ant her millert'ts fle 
The tals of Fiamertta, will {tipo will her ne, 


| RE | 
Poor wrotcvit, nad been Hinder, and weten. 


| 


BAL! Ap. 4 


— 


— 


DevorTep to Celia, and bleſt in her arins, 

How thrill'd with delight as IT ran o'er her charms, 
When methoughit on each grace as ] paz'l w ti fur, e, 
For pre-eminence pleaded her mout! and her cyes ; 


Like countel this open'd, and t'uthor rep!icd, 


Appcaling to me as the judge to decide. 


. 
Her mouth opening ſweetly, thus ſaid with a file, 
© *Tis I who the torrents of jovers becuile ; 
© I can ſ;eak, I can ling, I can' vent the fend ſigh, 
And vain may cc. promiſe, if I ſhyuld conuy : 
Thien while rows of pear's vermcii lips fegte hide 
* On our dfierent Cams were nut hard to decide.“ 


[ 
' 
' 
' 
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With ineſſable ſweetneſe, white looking me through, 
Her eve> Car vie's tied: Why Temipcak too; 
Ar mf uk charming langunge, ſo ma eto contioul, 


„ That ot ſenſible lovers it goes to the ful: 


Ni uths may o, but white eres to the heart are the 


4 10 5 * 
e 
— ire . 


* ne ER | * 9 31 4 . 
66] ygere nw d.ficult taſk on Our cizarns to decide.“ 


iy. 
Tranſported with ravtare, I cried with an oath, 
Charming eve charmin mouth, [ia un eve with 
© you bet: 
© To expreſs your ſwert influence no languaye has 
© terins, | 


One makes me a proniife wlich Cutter conirms : 


© Your words and your !-oks re ny jor and my pride, 


On your de rent Clans ten how can k decide“ 


ee Ee — — — — — — ——— — — 


© 


5 


2 
wil 
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BALLAD. 


— —_ — 


To a {|icht common wound it is foine dr miniution, 
Diverting its throbbing, to (mite at the ſmarts 

Put whicre's th! from min can boutt ich retalut'on, 
On the face to wear tales when the wound 15 in the 


heart? 


The wand'rings and errors of folly are treaſon, 


And thuuld be condemn'd as diflow al to love: 
But reverence is due to the errors of rea{un, | 
Which, thuyh they're a wearxnets, we're forc'd to 
approve. | 


11. 
Then pray ceaſe to jeſt: were m griefs {aporiifal, 
Unconcern'd, like vourſelt Sir, I merry mn; git be, 
Bnt ſuch cruel jet!'s can but prove greiudein, 
And thougli pafttime to you, may Le inoriai tome : 


Vet let me not Wrong ven by any rule mention, 


Or word that the twne's of cantour might Lots 
But gratefully just, may alone the intention 


In wy memory be cherim'd, the action forgot. 


—— . —— — — — — — 


—— — ——ö !— — 
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B \LT, \ D. 
Curso be the ſordid vr teh of yore, 
Who from the bowels of the carth, 
Ful drew crude heaps of ſhining ore, 
 Stany/'d the rude maſs, and gave it worth: : 


Ere vet diſtictiops and devrees 
In lovers' withes bore a part, 
Truly to love was then to pleaſe, 


A'.i heart was made the price of hearts 


11. 


Henceferth ye lovers nothing hope, 


You! fie 15 dead, your ardunur cold; 
I. ve bis no mfrucr'e,; vow 'r or Kope, 


{ ut what which 1t denyes from Sold 2 


Ine mme vou lan uiſh, long expect, 

. . . : » 1 5 © 
bas la th Wills, ions employ, 
At iciemilotyerre, 


Vick geld can in an hour deſtiny, 
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BALLAD. 


— -- —̃ — — 


— 


ProyiTIOUs gos that rule our tate, 
V/ houſe cars are tr'd with idle prayerss 
To banith ills that inen create, 
Aid chaſe imagtaary cares: 


Ani firſt they aſk, in rank and pow'r, 
A tate trom every care-cxetmpt? _-- 
Vain lione !—ambil on laſts its hour, 


Ihen dwindles ute juit contempt. 


11. 


Next rovutation in the field, 

Reno n, and io be great in ſtory, 
c 1 ail f1ch horrid | 0.6475 vield, 

No brother's bleed Dal day my glory, 
A ſum;tuous palace, georgeous board, 
A train Cf toliow ers next they Crave: 
Poor tool ! his guts rot d, ile lord 


Is But a {uiitary lia e. 


— —— IO 2 9 > 


— — — 
— 
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111. 
Next to their memorr's they d ere&, 
A ſtate, laitin-; fame to vive ;— 
Jam tv! ieaſon, and expect 
My little pleaſufes while I lire, 


llappy in honours, po er, wealth, 
It you but gram my fond defire, 

A blam"'els heart, unſhaken health, 
My friends, my bottle, and my ly re. 


- —— 7 — — .]. 2 T— * * 5 STO 8 


—— 


BALLAD. 


Sy om love as holy heimits bear 
The fhiine where they put up their prayer, 
As love the feither'd race the air, 
Or th ortive fiſh the {ca | 
Su haus in breaſt of S-raphs (ring, 
Wien on the exianſe of heav'n they wing, 
To r ce? chat 10 Ci Ly whom they ling, 
Suci luv. | Lear tw Hiicts 


11. 


Such thank ful love as WArin nat o 51y 


Wu tiiole Mlle funk in nieht and now, 
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Wen wel ome beams ſipſt fai. 1 few 


Ihe 00; -ivuit lunthey te; 


As 1icafure youth cont. rt the old, 
Viitu the cont, or tame the held, 
As health heck, or nifters geld, 


; 1 1 
Such lose 4 bear to tlie. 


— 
— — — — —Hä—— — — — — — ea 
B. AI. I. A . 
— — — — 


Cor liſten av hile, 'twill do your heart goof, 
Wine I : = 01 Clorinds an | bold Robin Hod: 
The d. nil us haudtome as handio:ve can be, 
Who hi- many a pound, and plenty ot veer, 


Tim u hoe tatiner no lord ever kept better cheer. 


Whonow goes to morya mite of high blood, 
And d out of f,vglt to thts bold Robin Hood: 
1adderer ioo, tadioicr tory taddgier, radderer, tandoree. 


Tits Rabin, n all be related anon, 
uh br ive Williurn Scarlet, ad bold Little wc 
All outiav.s, us darng as daring can be. 


— _ —— — 


Ruimn'd in, and ver: 
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RIzkes this wide Kirte! trreſt betimes in the worn, 


Kelound far and near With ine huge horn: 


When ſtraight ont of ferr all that live near the wood 


Run and jock up tur aries from bold Rubin Loo. 


1 addercr too, &&. 


| $15 
How ft! Robin fall ff hold farreſters ſtew, 
How the P.adar of W:ikefi d made one of his crew, 
As deſperate acrew as dgtperate can be: 
how th: betcher he trick. bid the bold tinber ſtand, 
RI ide the biſhop ſay ms, an fought Arthur of Bland, 
Are u rote und ſet down in true langunge and good, 
In the bf. and aven tuts of bold Kobin Hood, 


14dderer too, &c. 


IV. 
Nut the beſt joke of al] is the comical tale, 
How he ricuc the fwectneart of Allen a Dale, 
An action as daring as daring can be; 


It happened her patents would force her to church, 


With intention jour Alten to leave in the lurch, 


View twenty font feilowe, all firm men and good, 


2.4 by be.d Rubii: iid, 


1 add2rcr..too, &Cc. 
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V. 


Put to come to Clorinds, and finſh my tale, 


The ſecond et tion of Allen a Dae, 
With us he'd fain play, but too cunning are we, 


Him john, and his Scarlet we alt laugh to ſcorn, 


Hs merry men all and his bugle horn: 


Let them come then, hot find us al front men an] good, 


Fit to drub alt fach ouilaws as boli Kebin Ilood. 


_Tallercr ion, &c. 


B ALI. AV. 


Give round the ward dimount, d üngunt, 
While cchocd by the fpr piitiv lovin, 
The toils and p calures we recon! 
Of this ſweet health in ,iting m 3171, 


"Twas glorious ſport, none e'er dd lag, 
Nor diew amt, nor matic a Hand, 
But all as fir:uly kept their pace, 
As ha Acton bien the fag, 
Au we had hunted by command 
Of the goddeſe of the che. 
vol. 11. "Bp 
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11. 


The hounds were out and ſnuffed the air, 
And ſcarce had reach th* appointed ſpot, 
But pleas'd they heard a lai er, a layer, 
And preſently drew on the tlot. 


'T wax glorious ſ. ort, &c. 


Bf hs 
| And now o'er vonder plan he fluete, 
1 he deep-mouti'd hounds begin to bawl : 
And echo note far note rer eats, 
While ſpr gitly horns refyvini a call, 


Tas glorious ſpurt. &c. 


IV. 
And now the ſtzg has loſt his pace, 
And while war-maunch the Luntſ.nan cries, 
His boſom ſwells, tears wet his face, 
He pants, he ſtrugg'es, and he dies. 


*Twas glorious ſport, &c. 


— 
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BALLAD. 


IN THE WAGS., 


— — — 
2 9 — 


WorLp you hear a ſad ſtory of woe, 
That tears from a ſtone might 1-rovoke, 
"Tis concerning a tar you muſt know, 
As honeſt as e'er buiſcuit broke: 


His name was Ben Block, of all men 

The moſt true, the moſt kind, the moſt brave, 
But harſh treated by fortune, for Ben 

In lus prime found a watery grave. 


His place no one ever knew more : 
His heart was all kindneſs and love: 
Though on duty an eagle he'd ſoar, 
His nature had moſt of the dove: 


He lov'd a fair maden named Kate, 
His father to intereſt a flave, 
Sent him far trom his love where hard fate 
Plunged him deep in a watery grave. 


43 
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111. 
A curſe on all ſlanderous tongues, 
A ſalſe friend his mild nature abutcd, 
Aud tweet Kate of the vilett of wrongs, 
To potion ben's pleaſure abused: 


That ſhe never had truly been kind, 
That faite were the tokens the gave, 

That the fcorn'd him, and wich'd he might tind, 
In the ocean a watery grave. 


IV. 


Ton {ure from this cankerous elt, 

| The venom accunplith'd its end; 
L Ben, a | iruth and lonour himicit, 
S este d no aud in his frien: : 


On tlie ward, uhile ſuſpeaded in air, 
A lobte to his Sorroas he gave, 

Taxe m With, he c:ied, falſe cruel fair; 
And p ung'd ina wate.y Stave. 5 
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BALLAD. 


IN THE WAGE. 


— — — 
—— — —ʒR. —— 


To atk would you come for to ga | 
How a trae-hcarted tar vou'd diſcern, 

He's as honeſt a fello I'd have you to know 
As er ſtept between ttzm and ſtern : 


Let furious winds the vellel wait, 

In his ffation amidthipe, er fore, or att, 
Ile can pull away, | 
Calt off, belay, 

Alt, alow, 

Avast, yu yo! 

And hand, reef, and oor, 

k now eacn hathard and jeci, 
n hot duty every rig; 

But his i and deliglit 
Is, on Saturday night, 

A drop of the creature to fi 


11. 
The fa? voyage J matte to fen. 
One day as I hove the lea t, 


he main top gallint mat wont by the lee, 


ler it blew vii the Devzi's Hood ; 


* 
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Tunible up there, bear a hand, turn to, 

While I, the foremoſt of the crew, 

Soon could pull away, 

Caſt off, belay, _ 

Alott, alow, 

Avaſt, yd ho! | 

And hand, reef and ſteer 

Know each halliard and jcer, 

And of duty every riz; 

But my joy and delight | _— 
Was, on Saturday night, 
A drop of the creature to ſwig. 


| | TT | | 
There was Kit with a caſt in his eye, | 
And Tom with the timber toe, | 
Aud (rambling Will, tor he hobbled av ry, 
All wounded a fighting the foe: 


Thre lads though crazy grown and crank, 
As true as ever bumbo drank, 

For tl:ev'd pull away, 

Caſt off, belay, 

Aloft, al:.w, 

Avaſt, yo ho! 

And hand, reef, and ſteer, 

Know each halliard and fer, 


|. 
F 
.. 
1 
| 

| 
f 

1 
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And of dutv every rig; 

Aid their joy and delight 
Was, on Saturday night, 

A crop of the creature to ſwig. 


IV. 


Then over |i:f-'s fortune I'll] jog, 
Let ihe fior n or the Spaniar's come on, 
S. but fra room get, ant a ſein full of grog, 


I icar neither devil nor don: 


Fr. L'.n the man that's ſpract and daft, 
In my fation amidih:ps, or fore, or alt, 
I can pubi aw ax, 
Catt off, belay, 
Aluft, aleo, 
A at, vo ho! 
Aud ham, reef, and ſteer, 
K now eacii hull.ard and jeer, 
Ad of duty every rig, 
Eut my joy and delight 
Is, on Saturday night, 
A d:op of the creature to ſwig. 


47 
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PALLAD. 


IN THE WAGS. 


— — — — 
— 


—— 


Fxceer the f.lks that's faſt aſleep, 
All nature now is waking, 
Aurora at the vorid a peer 


Is in her nighicap taking : 


Hark all the tory rory bovs, 
Making a devi of a noe, 

To cure the headach of liſt night 
The peacrabie king's ſubj-cts tr ght, 
And he.ter ſkelt-r come dpace 

To enjoy the plcaſures of the cha!s. 


11. 
How ſwcet to be, as on we ruſh, 
By the pig-tail entangling, 


Amiaſt a lovely toray buſh, 


6 i „ 
Or on a tice leit dangling! 


Ah muſha gra thin wine or love 

The joy of hun in's far above; 

Cen either Cupid or the bos! 

Such pleaſures give? ah by my ſoul! 
Briar and thorns my ſcratch v:.ur face, 
Still great's the pleaſure of tlie chale. 
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111. 
Then when our wettle's at its pitch, 
While tale -ho were bawling, 
Safe landed in a muddy ditch 


To be gentcely ſpran ling : 


Al muſha ra than wie or love 

The joy of h-ming's far above, 

Can either Cuv.d or the bowl 

Such pleaſure give! Ah by my ſoul! 
Let muddy ditches wash vour face, 
Still great's the pieature v! the chaſe, 


LV. 

Then dripping like a drowning rat, 
At n 2ht vou would rot think it, 

What gier.ous wine, if it were not 

| We're two ſatigucd o drink i- 


Ah bold r not of love and war, 

The joy of hunting's greater far; 

Hark echo, in melodious tones, | 
Hoilis, and wh Res, and ſings, and groane, 
While manv a broken fconce and face 
Proclauim the pleaſures of the chaſe, 


VOL. 11. | H 


Ta 


D DIBDIN'S SELECTED SONGS. 


BALLAD. 


tr THF-WAGS: 


— — — — — 


— 


Wr bipe ds, made vp of fiail Clay, 
Alas are tlie children of torrow ; 
And though bra and merry to-ay, 


Ve all nav be WretChyldt to-morrow 


For funſ1ire's ſucçetded by rin, 
Then fearful of hfe's ſtormy weather, 
| wleaficre on d only Bine nel 
Leit pieature fhoy wu o, bring pain, 
Let us all te unhap', y to lier, 


Fl. 
I grant the beft blefTinzs we know 
Is a friend, tor true f:iendfhp's a treaſure, 
And vet, let vour fend prove a oe, 
Ch hafte nur tune dangerdus pleaſure: 
Thus fr.endſhin's a flimſey afar, 
Thus riches and health are a baubbie, 
Uhus there's nothing veliviitſut but care, 
Nor any thing plealing but trouble. 
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111. 


If a mortal would point out thit fe 
Whiuch on earth cou'd be neareit to heaven, 

Let him, thanking his ſtars, chuſe a wWite 
Jo whom truth and honour are given: 


But honour and truth are ſo rare, 

And horns, when they're cutting, fo tinge, 
That, with all my reſpect to the fair, 

I'd adviſe him to ſigh and live fingle. 


IV. 
It appears from th-ſe prem'ſ-s plain 
That wiſdom is nothing but f: lly, 
That pleaſure's a term that means pain, 
And that joy is your true melancholy : 


That all thoſe who laugh out to cry, 
That 'tis fine friſk and fun to be grieving, 
And that ſince we muſt all of us die, 
Wie ſhould taſte no enjoyment while living. 


cn 


— 
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PALUAD. 


Tr 


IN THF WAGS, 


PatTatci O nov 1s my name, 
iv calhing's the trade of a boxer, 
ma devil ot a fellow tor fame, 
Wh i'm bo tom like any game cock fir : 
Civ} tos em ſo tight 


leid anchright, 


A i to lind 'em fo well I knows how; 
T5 the {pint of the back I am bio, 


A' honey *trould do your heart wood: 


To be lather'd by La.rck O'Row, 


11. 
J preſently knecks dern my men, 
Yui ferrant, favs: I, priv cl again, 
1 ho TI aoe wn their peepers, and then 


} with vou 30 n. lit Xlr. Galaglian 


Weeze maſler Slack, | 
On his back | 
U.! lay k mas flat as he's now 
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'Ti; my waſhing, mv lodging, an! fond, 
Ah hon  twould do vour heart roud 
1o ve latacr'd by Patrick ORO. 


111. 
There's Jchnſon, and George, and Big Ben, 
hree bruiſers that well can rally vou, 
Though they tham!'d the tive urmingham men, 
Says 1, my lads, lite 1 value you: 


Men !'97a and Ward 

Can k ſtrike har, 

And to ſtop ana put in well Frow how; 
Ny they're every tact of 'em ioo], 
Vet honey 'twoul | do them all good 
Jobe lather'd by Patrics O' Rus. 


IV. 
Willa hindfab of feilows like theſe 
Brit ann! 4 winat glory I'd br 1: her to; 
Tor rhe Spaniirds come on uv! en thev pleaſe, 


[evi bury me we d teach lem a ung or two: 


Wid a phalanx of £5 
In vir uſts, | 
So nately we'd boader then g ow 3 


| 
| 
| 
[ 
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We'd preſent'y try if they're blood, 
Ali honev twoulde their pride good, 


To be lather'd by Patrick O'Row, 


Ve 
Come all you tight lads that would earn 
True fame, in 4 peilee gather ye, 
H.w vour country you'd ſerve would ye leain, 


jutt only cou here ti I I lather vou- 


Oh T':! make vou ſo tiglit 

Left and right, | | 

Add each knock-me-dovn argument know; 
Come here then, and try if you're blood, 
Devil burn me 'twill do your hearts good 
To be lather'd by Patrick O'Row. 


—_— — — ————— — < 8 
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I THT'WAGTSs 


Abr v, adieu, my only life, 
My loneur calls me from threes 


- Rowember thieu'rt a {lull ers wife, 
Thule tears but ill become thee: 


What though by duty J am ca'le!, 
Where thund't ng cannons ratiie, 
Whe:e valour's fe f micht ſtand appalled, 
When on the wings of thy deor love 
To heaven abuye 
Thy for-cent or {ns are flown, 
The tender prayer 
Thou ſput'ſt up there 
Sha'l call se guardian angel down, 
To watch me in the battle. 


11. 

My ſefety thy ſair truth ſhall be, 
As ford and buckler ferving, 
My lite ſhall! be more cear to me, 

Becaule of thy pieiervitg 


GI 
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Let peril come, let horror threat, 


Let thundering cannons rattle, 


I'll frarleis ſeek the conflicts heat, 


Aſſured when on the wings or love 
To heaven above, &c. 


| 111. 

Enough, with that benignant ſmile 
Some kindred god inſpir'd thee, 
Who knew thy boſom void of guile. 

Who wondered and aumired thee : 


1 go aſſure |, my life adieu, 
Though thundering cannons rattle, 


Though murdering carnage talk in view, 


When on the wings of thy true love 
To heaven above, &c, | 


, 2 radt. ated, 


DiIBDIN's SELECTED SONGS. 57 


BALI.AD. 


——— —— . * —o— 


Lor one of they ſailors who thinks 'tis no hie, 
That for every whercfore of life there's a why, 
That be foriune's ſtrange weather, a ca'm or a ſquai!, 


Our birtlis, good or bad, are chalk'd out for us all ; 


That the ſtays and tlie braces of Vie will be found 


To be ſome of cm rotien and ſome of 'em ſound, 
That the good we ſhould cherith, the bod never {cux, 
For death will too ſoon bring each anchor a-peak. 


15 | 
When aſtride on the yard, they top-liſts they let go, 
And I com'd, like a ſhot, plump among 'em below, 
Why I corch'd at a hall, od iump'd upon deck, 
And lo broke niy fail, to lave breaking my nec: 


Juſt I. ke your philcfophers, for a their jaw, 
Who leis thin a rope, eladiv catch at n ſtraw = 
Thus the good we thould chelich, the baden ver ſeck, 
For death will too foon | ing exch anchor a-pcak. 

VOL. 11. N 
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111. 


Why now that there cruiſe that we made off the banks, 
Where l pepper'd the foe,.and got ſhot for my thanks, 


What then ſhe ſoon ſtruck, and though crippled on ſhore, 


And laid up to refit, I had ſhiners galore : 


At length live and looking, 1 tried the falſe main, 
And to get more prize money, got ſhot at again: 
Thus the good we ſhould cheriſh, the bad never ſeek, 
For death will too ſoon bring each auchor a- peak. 
IV. 
Then juſt as it comes, take the bad with the ecod, 
One man's ſpoon's made of ſilver, another's of wood, 


What's poiſon for one man's ancther man's balm, 
Some are ſafe in a ſtorm, and ſume loſt ia a Calm : 


Some are rolling in riches, ſome not worth a ſouſe, 
To-day we eat beef, and to-morrow lobs-ſuuſe : 
Thus the good we ſhould cheriſh, the bad never ſeck, 
For death will too ſoon bring each anchor a-peak. 


0 
—_— 
—— 
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Tus ſun's deſcending in the wave, 
I go, I go, my fate to brave: 
Ghoſts of dead yncas now appear, 
Shriek as ye come 
Cold from the tomb, 


; And ſee if Moniaco knows to fear. 


Oh ſun my ſire! 

Lend me all thy noble fire : 
Illia Moniaco to thy tomb, 

Oh Atabalipa ſoon ſhall come; 
Cover me with ſcars, 


Nought can controul 


The dauntleſs ſoul, 


That ſhall live among its kindred ſtars. 


| | | 1 1. | 
What it's to die? to leave this clay, 
And breathe in everlaſting day, 
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Fer robes celeſtial ſhake of duſt, 
Among the bleſt | 
Fon care to reſt, 

Ani emulate the virtues of the juſt ; 


Then ſun, my fire, 
Lend me all thy noble fire, 
Illia Monaco, &c. 


Ad eu ye friends, vain world adieu, 
Bliſs is for me, but woe for yu: : 
While I, n-w bern, ſhall go to find 
The upper heaven, 
_ You fhali be driven, : 


Like ſcattered cha, before falſe fortune's wind, 


Now fun, mv fire, 
It, 4 ce thy noble fire! 
III Mon ao, &c. | 


— 


—B . at. 3 — — 
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I was the pride of all the Thames, 
My nune was natty Jerry, 


The beſt of ſmarts and flaſhy dames 


I've carried in my wherry : 


For then no mortal foul like me 


So merrily did jog it, 
I lov'd my wife and f.ienl, d'ye ſee, 
And wan ihe prize of Dopg-t: 


In cot and balge, fo neat and ſpruce, 
I row'd all the and merry, 
And every wate mii did uſe 
To cail me happy Jerry. 
7 
11. 
But times ſoon changed, I went to ſea, 
Viy w fe an friend betray'd me, 
And in my abſence treacherouſly 
Some preity {roi.cs played me: 


we — — 
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But ſt! was ſo provoking, 


I could not enjoy my very can, 


Nor even fancy ſmouking: 


In tarniſh'd badge, and coat ſo queer, 
No longer blithe and merry, 


Old friends now paſſed me with a ſneer, 


And called-me diſmal Jerry, 


111. 
At ſea, as with a dangerous wound, 
I lay under the ſurgeons, 
Two friends each help I wanted found 
la every emergence: 


Soon after my ſweet friend and wife 
Into this meſs had brought me, 

Theſe two kind friends who ſav d my life 
In my misfortunes ſought me: 


We're come, cried they, that once again 
In coat and badge ſo merry, 

Your kind old friends, the watermen, 
May hail you happy Jerry, 


_— — 
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1V. 
I'm Perry, once your ſoul's deſire, 
Jo whom you prov'd a rover, 
Wo ſince that time in man's g ttire 
Have ſought you the world over: 


And I, crie.| t*::ther, am that Jack 
When boys you uled ſo badly, 

Though now the beſt friend to your back, 
Then prithee look not ſadly : 


Few words are beſt. I ſeiz'd their hands, 
My grateful heart grew merry, 

And now in love and triendſhip's bands 

I'm once more happy Jerry. 


BALLAD. 


IN THE WAGS. 


1 —— 


Bop Jack the ſailor here I come, 
Pray how d'ye like my. nib, 

My trowſers wide, my trampers rum, 
+. - My nab, and . Jib : 
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1 fails the ſeas from end to end, 
And leads a joyous ite, 

In every refs J find a friend, 
In every port a wife. 


11. | 


T've hear! them talk of conſtancy, 


Ct pricf, and ſuch like fun, 
I've conlant been to ten, cried I, 
But never gr.cyed for one: 


Thie flow ing fails we tars unben1, 
To lead a jovial life, 

In every meſs to find a trlend, 
In every port a wite. 


111. 


I've a ſpanking wife at! Purtmouth gates, 
A pigmy at Goree, 

An orange-tawny up the Straits, 
A black at St. Lucie: 


Thus whatſomedever courſe I bend, 


J leads a jovial life, 
In every meſs 1 find a ſriend, 
In every port a wife. 


— m - 
a — - — - — 
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IV. 
W Gaft, by Death, was ta'en aback, 
T came to br the news, 
Poll whimper'd fore, but whit did Jack? 
Why, tod in WIil lian, oecs: 


She cnt, 1 chaſed, but in the end 
She :ov*d me as tor lite, 

And to ſhe got an hone ff fend, 
And Ja loving wife. 


V. 


Thus be we ſailors all the go, 
On tortune's ſca we rub, 

We works, and loves, and fig e, the toe, 
And drinks the generons Laub: 


Storms that the maſt to ſ1linter> rend, 
Can't ſhake our jovial life, 
In every meſs we find a friend, 
In every port a wife, 


> — — — ——— — — 


VOL. ih K 
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— - - — — 
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Lier bucks and let blov'!s to prof Lon on agree, 


Ol th- jovs of the country my jewel give me; 


Were fweet eis the flower that the Viavcbuſh adorns, 
And how charming to gather it but for the thorns ; 


Wi.ere we walk er the mounta ns, with health our 
cheeks glowing, 

As warm as 4 toiſt hne when it ent io ing, 

Where na ure 10 fn ie when ſne Jorg incline, 

An] the ſun charms uw all the year round u hen it ſhines: 


Oh the monnntains, and val ies, ant by Nos, 

The pigs and the icreech. 01s, and thrufhes, 
Lt blouows ant let bucks to prof Lonton agree, 
Ol the jo ,s of the County my juwel tor me! 


ti. 
There twelve hours on a fir. tch we in a1zling delight, 
As patient as Jobs, thoogh ve 0 ne! a ite, , 
nere we hp at th wild ducks, an fr; Wen the ereus, 


While ſv lovely the icicles hang ty gur cialis; 
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There wil nunts, and wid coufins, and grandmothers 
| talking, | os 
We're caught in the rain as were out a walking, 

While the muſſins and waves cg round each fair ſhe, 
That they lock all like Venules ſprung from the tea, 


Oh the mountains, &c. 


111. 


Then how ſweet in the dog days to take the freſh air, 
Where, to {ave you expence, the duſt powers your hair: 
Thus plevitires, ke frow-ball:, encreate as they rell, 
And tire you to death —not forgett ng the bowl: 


Where in mirth and yoodtllowſhip always delighting, 
We acre, hut is, whien we're not ſyuabb ing ard fighting, 
Den wid toatfts an! pint Luwvers we bodder the head, 
Juſt to ſec who mot grace, iy ffaggers to bed. 

Oh the mou tains, &. | 


— 2 — 2 


22 — — — S — — — 
1 — — 
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Hank tht din of diſtant war, 

H noble is the clangor, 

Pale death aſcend his ebon car, 
Clud in terrific anger: 


A douttf.:} fate the ſoldier tries, 
Who ins the gallant quarrel: , 
Perhaps, on te cold ground he hes, 
No wife, no Ir.eid, to cloſe his eyes, 
Thouga nobiy mourn'd, 
Perliavs, return'd, 
He's crown'd with victory's laurel, 


11. 

How many who, d'ftaining ſear, 
Ruſh on the defocrate duty, 
Sali tam the tr bute of the tear 
Thit dirs the cye of beauty ? 

A doubtiul fate, &c. 
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111. 


What nobler fate can fortune give? 
Renown ſhall tell our ſtory, 
If we thould fall, but if we live, 
We live our country's glory. 


"Tis true a doubtſul fate, &c. 


. 1 


IN THE WAS. 


—— —— —— — — — 


Ir the beauty of truth unadoru'd is ſeen beſt, 

The man that is drunk of F ur truth is the teſt; 
For I quor man's natural temper aTumes, 

While every thing artful flies oF with the fumes ; 


The vizor of life is pull'd of by the bow!, 
And the face of a drankard exhibits his ſoul ; 
Ihen bevare all who are in raſcality ſuhk, 
Yuu'll all be detected if once you get drunk. 
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If contemi't of all danger true courage er gave, 
The man rat is drunk as a lion is beave: 

For, like any Cutar hel riot and it rm, 

And 1aik of great 1-uts he's tog weak to perform: 


He'll utter bi, onths, know not what to teat, 
Thump is head with Is ft, butth. re nothing in that; 
Then beware briggadocias, in cowardice ful k— 


You'll all be det cted if once yuu get drunk. 


Rc: 

If ſtrong ipſe dixit true wiſdom implies, 
1hewm:in that is drunk is le Solomon vaſe ; 
For of coc ks and of bu'ls he'll tell ingny a tale, 
And {wear te be tiuh ct em rather than fail: 


He'll reco: ile op} ofites, prove fulſe is true, 

Vouch he bes now whit of he does nut Know who; 
Then be+arc al ye var'ets in :allit, ſunk, 

You'll all be detected if once you g t drunk. 


IV. 


Come on, let us drin tllen, r'ght copſcious the bowl, 
In each rol, check Lion h ot li ht un the toul, 
Can ncthing ut wordly deforiuiity ew, | 


Nor prove that we ouglit Lut with lonlty giow ; 
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»Tis the or leal of truth, and of generons du light, 
Which, to ke-p us all hone! we'll try every night, 
Provin: {i.1 by our act> in no monnnel dre lung, 


But true how frien ls ether ober Cr Gruiik. 


BALLAD. 


1N THE WAGS. 


— — — — — w—__— — 


Tur wind vas huſh'd, the ſtorm was over, 
Unturt'd was every flowing fall, 
From toil relenſed, v hen Dick of Dover, 


Went wich his meſſiiatrs to regale: 


All danger's o'er, cr.cd he, mv neat hearts, 
Drown care then in the imiling can, 

Come bear a hand, let's tvait our ſweethearts, 
And firlt I'll give you buxom Nan. 


11. 

She's none of thoſe that's always gigging, 

And item and ſtern made up ot art: 

One knows a veſfel by her rigging, 
Such ever fl, ht a condant heart: 
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With ſtraw hat and pink ſtreamers flowing, 

How oft to meet me has ſhe ran; 

While for dear life wuld 1 be rowing, 
To meet with ſimiles my buxom Nan. 


111. 


lj Jack Jollyboat went to the Indies, 
bl. To ſee him ſtare wlien he came back, 
5 The girls were all off of the hinges, 

|: His Poll was quite unknown to Jack: 


Tant maſted all, to ſee who's talleſt, 
Breaſtworks, top gant- ſails, and a fan, 

Metlmate, cried I, more ſail than ballaſt, 
Ah ſtill give me my buxom Nan. 


IV. 
None in life's ſea can ſail more quicker, 
To ſhew her love, or ſerve a friend, 
But hold, I'm preaching o'er my liquor, 


Of all the wenches whatſomedever, 
I ſay then find me out who can 

One half ſo tizht, ſo kind ſo clever, 
Sweet, trim, and ncat as buxom Nan. 


This one word then, and there's an end: 


IN THE MWAGS. 


- 


LovFLy woman, pride of nature, 
Good, and feet, and kind, and fair, 

Thin man a higher ſtile of creature. 
Perfect as celeitials are: 


See Nlyra come, like ſtately Juno, 
Fver fur, and ever young, 
Completely like, as land vu know, 


For Iv ra, like Juno, hes a tongue 


55 

Young Celia's charms that beam fo fy cetiy, 
To pain abt what cn wards avail, 

She's Venus' ſeif, ard fo corp) ily, | 
That Cchia is, like Venus, frail : 


VOL, Il, | L. 


= — 
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To woo the charming Gloriana, 
Audacity would ftand afraid; 

She chaſte and icy as Diana, 
And, like Diana, an old maid. 


111. 


Thus women boaſt a near relation, 
"Tis plain to the celeſtial race, 

Thus we of their divine creation 
A family re{emblance trace: 


It then ſome faults of this complexion, 
Like ſpots upon that ſun, their fame, 

Ruſt this ſane model of perfegtion, 
The ſtars, not women, are to blame. 
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Two real tars, whom duty call'd 

To watch in the foretop. 

Thus one another overhaul'd 
And took a cheering drop : 


I fav, Will Hatchway, cried Tom Tow, 
Of conduct what's your ſort, 

As through the voyage of life you go, 
To bring you late to port ? 


11. 

Cried Jack, you lubber, don't you know ? 
Our pallions cloſe to reef, | 

To ſteer where honour points the prow, 
To hand a friend relief : 


Theſe anchors get but in your power, 
My lite for't that's vour ſort; 

The bower, the ſheet, and the beſt bower 
Shall bring you up in port. 
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1115 
Why then you're ont, and there's an end, 
Tom cried out blunt aid rough, 
Ee good, be honeſt, ferve ea friend, 


Be max:ms well enough: 


Wlio ſwabs his bows at other's woe, 
That tar's ſor me your fort, 
His vole] right a- heal tall go 


10 find a joyful port. 


IV. 
Let ſtorms of tte upon me preſs, 
isl rtunes make3 me reel, 
Win, dim'me, what's miy own diſtreſs ? 


For chers le: nie. jecl-; 


Av., au, if bound with a freſhi gale 
T. aver, this is von lort, 


K Mo vchrefis when et fail 
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I'u daſhing Dick the duſt nan, 
None my calling can degrades 

For 1 am nut the firſt man 
Who has driv'n a dert, trade: 


Duſt ho! duſt ho! Urings my bell and cries, 
My tricks, if you would fi. id 'em, 
Pre:ty early vou m {i rite, 
For witcin me ft il, 
How:-'er-ycu wil, 
I bears off many a pr z2, 
And when I wants to Þlin4 'em, 


I tergws duſt in their cves. 


11. 
Wiy whot's vorr mag of hender? 
Ana what's your m lim ame? 


A 


nlt when he has wort 1, 
4 lat Proves 4 dirty a me: 
Victory 1 riddory! caen draws 


P Y.; b 983 1 k j *v wy . ep , 
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See where the ſavage flies, 
He ſpares no life, 


No friend, nor wife, 
Wherc'er he finds a prize, 
Till death, at laſt, to blind him, 
Throws Cuft in his eyes. 


111. 
The lawyer, the phy ſician, 
And e'en the learn'd divine, 
1 _ Each drives, in his cond:tion, 
| As black a trade as mine : 


Wl | Fees ho fees ha! each draws his purſe and cries, 
| Their conſcience can't bind 'em 
The wretched patient dies, 
All prayers fail, 
hie in a jail 
The ruin'd client lies, 
Unleis vou throw to blind 'em 
Gold duſt in their eyes. 


IV, 


And io, &'ve fee, men buſtle, 

To fee who's dirty firſt, 

And one another huſtle, 
And all to raite the duſt ; 
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Duſt ho! duſt ho! each draws his purſe and cries, 
And he, Old Nick, behind him, 
Will take, to mount up tries, 


All ſcrambling go, 
Both frien l and for, 
To be ir away ſome prize, 
And each throws duſt to blind him 
Plump in his neighbours eyes. 


B.\LLAD. 


3 THF. WAGST. 


— 


— 
— 


Ix bold + 1 brave thou can't not bear, 
Jivfe'f from ail thou lov'ſt to tear, 
Ti, wle mis war, and billows roll, 
Ati of tear inva-le thy ſoul, 
It thowrt aprall'd when cannons roar, 
| ] prithce meſſinate ſtay athore : 
| 


There, libe a lubber, 
Whine aw b. og, 


Still 101 1, caſe and ſafety buſy, 


80 
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Nor dare to come, 
Where wack Tom, 
And Nu, ang Niek, 
And Pen 24 Phu, 


And Jack, and | Dick, 


And Bob, and Bill, 


All weatuurs fing, and drink the ſwizzy, 


11. 


If, ſhoui if? thou loſe a tab in fight, 
She wi'o mate wp thy heart's delight, 
Poor recompence tint thou art kind, 
Shall prove inconttant as the wind, 

If ſuch hard fortune thowtk deplore, 


I priti;ce meſſmate Hav athore: 
There like a lub ber, & c. 
ö 


111. 


If pris'ner ina forcigu an!, 
No friend, no monev at Command, 

Thit wan thou tr ſted ha lit alene 
All kn wiliedge oi the font a ſown; 


It tus ud wok tee tothe core 


* 


1 zr thee nieht fray ame. 


J here like a lubber, &c. 
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Wu don't you know me by my ſcars? 
I'm ſoldier Dick come from the wars; 
Where giany a head without a hat 
Crowds honour's bed—but what ot tin! 


Beat drums, play fifes, 'tis glory calls, 
What argufies who ſtanls or falle; 
Lurd what ſhould one be fo:ryv fon“ 

I. fs but the fortune cf the wir: 
Then rich or por, or well, or lg. 


Stel! lui and fin, tall ſoldier 1. 


1 
I uſed to look tw was. at once, 
A bul'e: hit me on the once, 
An] dewih'd my ove, dye th nk 3d wn? 
Why le:d Tren ver Guiinte Hive, 
Beat drums, & c. 


SOL. . At 
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111. 


Some diftant keep from war's al»rms, 
For fear of wooden legs and arms, 
While others die [{fe in their beds 
Who all their lives had wooden heads. 


B2.t drums, &c. 


1V, 
Thus gout or fever, ſword or ſhot, 
Or ſomething ſends us all to pot: 
That we're to die then do nut grieve, 
But les be merry u hile we live. 


— —— — 


ß CO —— _ ů —-— - - 
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AVERT yon omen, gracious heaven, 
| Tac uzly ſcud, 
By riling winds reſi:tieſs driven, 


Kiittes the flood. 


How hard the lot for ſailors caſt, 
Tiat they ſh uid roam 


For vears, to periſh thus at laſt 
In 3% of home! 
For if th: coming vale we mourn, 
A. tempeſt grows, 
Our vetl-!'s ſhatter'd fo and tern, 
That dowu the gocs ! 


| | 11. 


The tempeſt comes, while meteors red 


Portentous fl; 
And now we touch old occan's bed, 
Now reach the (ky ! | 
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On fable wings, in gloomy flight, 


F:ends ſeem to wait, 
To ſnatch us in this dreadful night, 
Dark as our fate : 


Uneſe ſome kind, bene pitying pow” r 
Should interpoſe, 

She lab ours ſo within this hour 
Don ſhe goes. 


111. 


Bet ſee, on roſy pir.10:.s borne, 


O'er the mad deep, 
Re'uAart beams the ſorr'wing morn, 
With us to weep : | 


D cc tful ſorrov, cheerleſs light, 
D.e::diul to think, 
'The morn is ris'n, in endleſs night, 
Our hopes to fink! 


Sac ſplits! ſhe parts {through ſluices driven, 
1 he water flows; 

Adieu ye friends, have mercy heaven! 
For down ſhe goes | 


Rr. 


- — 2 
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Goon re ple attend to my lay, 
In: of a late inun lation, 
That had like to have carried away 
All the wigs and long robes in the nation: 


While thinking of no harm at all, 
But a tew wretched people's undoing, 
Father Thames enter'd Weſtminſter Hall, 
Threatening all law and juſtice with ruin. 


But let not their terrors theſe lawyers confuunt, 
The old proverb decrees they can never be drown'd. 


11. 
Of the fright, univerſah it ſpread, 
Conception can ne'er form a nation, 
W gs briſtled upright on each head, 
A:: d counſe. lors ſtood without motion: 


The tidle that for no mon ill ſtiy, 
Whie the clameur grew !ou.ler and louder, 


<——_— 
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From every tie-wig waſh'd awav, 
Common ſenſe, with the curls and the powder: 
But why thus (hold water theſe lawyers confound, 
When the proverb decrees they can never be drown'd? 


111. 
Cries one they're faund out in their tricks, 
No wonder they put ſuch deſpair on, 
They fancy the Thames is the Styx, 
And cach old crazy waterman Charon: 


That they'll ſuun before Minos be brought, 
Where nouglht avails twiſting and turning, 

And whze they'll, in ts ca'e, be taught, 
That drowning's an alias for burning: 


Yet at no rate ſho]! water theſe lawyers confound, 
They may burn to Le fare, Lut they cannot be drow n'd. 


1 v. 
And now by the current preſs'd hard, 
Each {crambies to enter ſome boat in, 
While ſcatter'd ail o'er Palace Yard, 
Wige, briefe, and long robes are ſeen floating; 


In this chios of juſlice, thieves, clerks, 
Jews, ceunſel the boats arc all trimnung, 


PR 
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While a flor eres dam'me, theſ> ſharks 
Are vour fin-it of filkes tor ſv. 1:2ming : 


Then why ſhout their terrors thicſe lawyers contound, 


When, » hatever awaits them, the, cannot be drown'd ? 


V. 
At lengtli ſafe arrived trom the ſtorm, 
Witliout fate or fortunc once thanking, 
Ther ſwore that te city, next term, 


Thev'd indite for the I hamcs not embanbing: 


That the wind that b ew no-hudy co» 1, 
W.s ail ore—thus pared tiefe brother?, 

Ant, thunt ves ſear e eicay ed from the flood, 
Went lions to b. ew ritciuet for others: 


And fora:th atan h for the public all rounl!, 


Ihu they fo uld iar vat who cannot be drown'd. 


8; | 


e r Or Ty GG AO rr ons AG Ar I eo r 
" — — —— 
o 
_— _ 
” 
4 5 


— N 
2 — * 


—ͤ ——— — — 
— =- 
— 
Py 2 
. — 
—_— 


— — 


— — 2 — * 
— ——— —— 


— — — 


—— 


— 1 


i 
. _ — 


kl 
| 
| 


a” - 


88 D»p13D1N'S SELECTED SONGS. 


RONDEAU. 


— — — — - 


Or Negro, wi my banjer, 
Me from Jenny come, 
Will cunning yiei 
Me ſavez ſpy 
De buckra world one hum, 
As troo a ſtreet a ſtranger 
Me my baujer ſtrum: 


My miſſy for one black dog about the houſe me kick, 


Him ſay, my nafly tawny face enough to make him tick ; 


But when my maſſa he ga nut, ſhe then no longer rail, 
For firſt me let the captain in, and then me tell no tale 


So aunt Quaſhy ſav, | 
Do tabby. brown, or black, or white, 


You ſee um in one night, 
Lvery {rt of cat be gray. 


One Negro, &c. 


To fetch a lilly moner back, vou go to law they call, 


The court and all tlie tie-witz Gor: trip you thirt and a; 


- Ii: et. A en 
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The courtier call him friend and foe, | i | 
And fifty ſtory tell, Cs | i 
To-day {ay yes, to-morrow no, | "Fi 
Ard lie like any hell: l | 
And ſo though Negro black for true, | 1 
He black in buckra country too. | | | 
One Negro, &Cc. Wl 

n 

"__ if 
[1M 

BALLAD. 9 


Ba xps call themſelves a henv'nly race, 
Topers find heaven in wine, 

We truly boait, who love the chaſe, 
An origin divine. 


The deities all hunters are: 

Great Jouve, who {ſpends his life 
In hunting of the wiiling fair, 

Is hunted by his wife. 


Then come and wake the droſv morn, 
While the ſwift game we toilow ; 
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The feather'd throng and tuneful horn 


Shall join the hunter's Hollow.“ 


11. 

Gay Bacchus, on his tun, that hack, 
Toaſts for view hullows gives, wy 
While Mercury, wich las Eow- ſtreet pack, 
Scours heav'n io hunt for thieves : 


Bol.] Mars, a bloo hound, hunts for fame, 
Nor tiil its lateſt breath, 


Will he c'er leave the panting game, 


But comes in at the death. 


Then come, &c. 


111. 

Diana in her {ore grove 

Saw ram Atten mar. 
An! though ſhe feert'd to ſcorr lis love, 


Sh: took him tor hor deer: 


Yet vex'd to tlunk this lint fo fly 


On the fo“ the Cay nut pile, 


From his &wa hounds ſhe nue lim fly, 


And kill'd him for an als. 


Ihen cine, &c. 
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Great Juno, wretched, reſtleſs fair, 
On jealous tury bent, | 

Still in full cry is hunting care, 
And ftiil on a wrong ſcent : 


Indeed the fair oft mount their nag, 
By the hunting mania ſtruck, 
And if Actcon was a {tag, 
Poor Vulcan was a buck. 


Then come, &c. 


91 


RON DEA. 


IN THF WAGE, 


Wu1Lr whim, and glee, and jeſt, and ſong, 
Diſplay their charming treaſure, 

Mingling in gay laughter's throng, 
Come to the camp ot pleaſure. ' 


All human beings have their cares, 
Life's made of joy and ſorrow ; 
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To balance life then our affairs 
Should of our pleaſures borrow : 


Youth's joy's ſeaſon, ſo is age, 
Each temper, ſex, complexion, 
In mirth may harmleſsly engage, 
As well as in reflection. 
While whim, &c. 
| 11. | 
You who proudly roll in wealth, 
You whoſe means are ſlender, 


You whoſe lungs proclaim your health, 
You whcſe frames are tender: 


Yon who wear grave wifdom's wigs, 
You who deal in folly, 

You who merry are as grigs, 
You who are melancholy ;— 


While whim, &c, 


111. 
Where's mongſt them all the cynic elf, 
Ol joy the open ſcorner, 7 
But doft'd the ſage, and to himſelf 
Tock pleaſure in a corner? 


OO — oat ens 
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In ſhort who ſets up to deſpiſe 
Thoſe joys the mirth awakens: 
I will not rude!y ſay he lies, 
But ſurely he's miſtaken. 


While wh'm, Kc. 


BAI.LAD. 


IN THE wass. 


— — — — 


SINCE by cutting of trotes all our glories increaſe, 
Of war let us ſing, becaſc why it brings peace: 
Of hacking and Le ing, in front and in rear, 
Of ſ. me kit by the ſword, and ſomey dying through fear, 


Leathalive * what ſweer ſlaualut'ring and cutting, and ſcars? 


I: honour vo) i fe k, won't vou go to the wars! 
Where death his long ſeythe b ies in gore to the hilt, 
Ad whips heads from ſhoulders ſo clever, | 

And x nere ſhou! l vou have the good luck to be Kilt, 
By my foul you'll be living for ever! 
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11. 


The army's drawn ont, the confulion's begun, 
While our arms ſhine fo br: hit that thy dez e tlie ſun, 


Oh the glotious ght! but the beit of the joke, 
The devil a ſoul are we ſellug but ſmo. k. 


Death a!:ve, &c. 


111. 

Like Vii o' thi W.ſp, while our boſoms it fires, 

Sce gory lead on over buſhes and brats ; 

Pats, begone, hiccius doxius, juſt like cup ard ball, 
Nowy is here, and now there, and now no where at all. 


Death alive, &c. 


IV. 
That war e delightful then who can deny, 
To be living tor ever, ah who weuld not die? 
Your fame's up from the moment it puts you to bed, 


And you grow a great man by the lois of your head! 


Death alive, &c. 


— 


AD 
G1 


IR . As. 


To be ſore 
I'm not 2 connbiſeur, 
Arial vill you no be eaſy : 
I dont the ora know at all, 
Ant then Thi wy heard them ſquall, 
From Mngotti to Niarcnetl 4 
Wid dee co: amore, 
Deie il io cuore, 
D>re amoro{1, 
Pere tormientoſa, 
Pere eCClHieit, 
Si Fühett, 
Pere amante 
Cunit::ite, 
Ihe pI're> 
Tie nate, 
The bella 
Sorella, 
Ihe m glie, the figlio, 
Et tutt' il famig ai: 
The toi. John Pull io take by the ears, 
10 õin this Eabdl ; roves the muſic of the ſpheres; 
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| 
| 
| 
1 


And as they ſigh, 

And pant, and die, 
He joins the roar, | 
And cries out bravo and encore. 


There was filver Lovatini, 

And graceful Zampar'ni, 

| | That bawling taci Morig', 

lt Who turn'd monkey to oblige ye; 
| | The mellow Scott', 

|. The tender Pachierotti, 

= Manzoli, Guarducci, 

Peretti, Tenducci, 

| And then, O cara, 

« 


—— efcons d 


The wonderful and ſurpriſing Madam Mira! 
Who pretty well have ſack'd the pence, 


| And fold the Englitch ſound for ſenſce. 
To be ſure 

I'm not a connoiſeur, 

|  Arrah will you now be aeſy ; 

| I don't the op'ra know at al, | 
| And then I have not heard them ſquall, 


| From Vlingottt to Marcheſ ! 
I With dere con amore, 

| Dere il mio cuore, 

Dere amoroſa, 

Lere tormentoſa, 


- — n 
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Pere occhietti, 

Si Furbett;, 

Dere amante 

Conſtante, 

The padre, 

The madre, 

The bella, 

Sorella, | 

The moglie, the figlio, 
| Et tutt' il famiglio: 

The ſoit John Bull to take by the ears, 
To whom this Babel proves the mulic of che ſpheres ' 
And as they go on with their dulce amare, 

Their dolce cantare, | 

Viva l'amore 
Their trombetti ſonate 
Cano ni ſparate, 

Lara lar a la, 

Boo, boo, boo, 

Aſtoniſh'd John Bull cries out bravo! encore 

And ſwears all Enliſh muiic's a vile bore. 
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BALLAD. 


IN THF WACGS. 


 — _ — RN — —— 


Tux tars a jolly tar that can hand, reef, and ſteer, 


That can ninibly caſt off! and belay, 


* ho in darkeſt of nights finds each halliard and jeer, 


Aud dead reck'ning knows well and lee way : 


But the tar to pleaſe me, 
More joily muſt be, 


lie muſt laugh at the waves as they * 


He muſt rattle, 
And in battie 
Prave danger and dying, 
Though bullets are flying, 
And fifty things more: 
S ning, quaſuna, 
Laucing laugiing, 
Take it cherrily, 
And merrily, | 
Aud all for the ſuke of his girl aſhore. 


11. 
The tar's a jolly tir who his rhiro will ſpen d, 
Vi hu up for 4 m {Imute wil! bring, 


—— —— —p 
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For we ſailors all think he that's true to his fr.ead 
Will never be falſe to his king, 
But the tar to pleaſe me, 
More jolly muſt be, 
He mui venture for money galore 
Acting dul, 
Kind and truly, 
And nobly inherit 
A generous ſpir.t, 
A prudent one more; 
Singing, laughing, 
Dancing, quafng, 
Tate it cherrily, 
And merrily, ; 
And ſave np his caſh for his girl aſhore. 


111. 

The tar's a jolly tar wlio loves a beauty bright, 
An'! at f.a oiten thinks of hier charms, 

Who toafts her with glee on a Saturday night, 

And wiſhes her moor'd in his ams: 


But the tar to p'eaſe me 
More jo ly mui? be, 
Thouph tezz'd at each port by a ſcore, 
He moſt, ſmeering | 
At their lecring, 
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Never ſtudy to delight 'em, 
But fcory 'em, and ſlight 'em, 
Still true to the core; 
Singing, laughing, 
Dancing, quaſhng, 
Take it cherrily, 
And merrily, 
And conſtant return to his girl aſhore. 


BALLAD. 


IX THE WAGS, 


SHEN&1% vas born in Glamorganſhire, 
Odds will her poor heart runs all upon Winny, 

And her't kiſs, and her't Inf, and her't call her her dear 
And make her cry Snenkin the tiffle is in you. 


_ Her breath is as ſweet as a leek, or a coat's, 


Hfer's like a plue mountain, ſo taper and thin, 


Att ner Putter and ſeece would but yield her ten croats, 


To-n:orruw ſhuuld fee Shenkin married to Win. 
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It. 


When the curate at eve on the crow ty playt, 
On te ches of her heart, Shenkin danced with lis 
Winny, 
And hur lufft and tel'ghted ſo in the teer maid, 
That ſhe patiing hur, cried out tie tiffle is in you. 


You Kip ike tue kits, and you pout like the coats, 

To mol-itv ſure enongh 1 ſhall bekin, 
Alf your putter and ſeece word but yield von ten croats, 
 To-morrow ſhuuid fee Shenkin married to Win. 


111. 


Ah if her coot urſhip, great Squire Ap Shones, 
Cou'd ire now ter's creekn?, as ſure as a kinnv, 

H:s poxe!s would yeurn with her crunts ane her croans, 
Ali no he'd hinteif fall in love with ſwect Vinny. 


Thus Shensin complain'd, as he drove hooks his goats, 
While the ſquire and his comrades from hunting came in, 
He heard the fond tale, kin:ily paid the ten groats, 
And the next morning ſaw Shenkin married to Win, 
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BAT.LAD. 


en THE IGTE; 


Far remov'd f: on nue and imeak, 
Hark I hear the vcolman's ſtroke, 


Who di. an; nut, as he fells the oak, 


W Lat mich'ef Cire ne brews : 


How ari hal fie his falling trees, 
For let luxury andi eſe, 
He weighs not n.'t seh as the-, 


But (it os, au! hacks, and hews. 


11. 
Perhaps, now £1101 by this bold man, 
That tree (> u! form tlie ſ. ruce ſedan, 
Or „ 1c.ibarrow, wh re cy {ter Nan 
So runs her vul.ar rig ; 


The ſta e v hire boxe rs croand in flocks, 

Or ei qudek's, porivis, the Cocks, 

Or; (Au fer g , Or Larber's blocks, 
Were [miles tue parſolis's Wig, 
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Tio: mkft bolt ;pentan', oh what grief, 14 
, 5 . i 70 1 
1 12 obe: Nn Toy Ch TITRE the th 5 . | 
1 he {cit where fits the great Lord Ciief, $i 
1 he th. vac, the cobler's ſtu] ; Vi 


Tiou pamper'ſt liſe in every ſtage, 


Nia folly? whims, ; ride's equ'page, 
3 Lore ren toys, C:u'ches for age, 


And cotitis tor us all. 


1V, 
Yet juſtice ict ue ſtill aiford, | 
het chars, and this convivial board, 
Tic dn thu hu'ds gay Bacchus“ hoard, 
Confeſs the woudnan's firoke; 


He rote the preſs that.Þled the vine, 
1 he butt that holds the g ferou wine) 


* 
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Tie bail nelf, where ſipſers join, 
To crack the mirthful joke. 
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V AUX{ALL BALLAD. 


IN THE WAGS. 


— — — 


Tlut was, for oh there was a time, 
Sweet Phoebe by my ſide, 

The \-fceſt verſe 1 ſung in rhime, 
Where falling pools do glide : 


But, Phobe hence, I'm left alone, 
Nor verſe nor rhime ca pleaſe, 

And pools {tand fs ſee me moan, | 
Ja whiſpers Y the tees. 


ils 


The pride of laughing nature ſtool 
In fertile heaths confeſſed, 


When birds, in yon impervious wood, 


With Phabe ſaw me bleſt. 


Put laughing nature's now in tears, 


The beaths begin to moura, 


Birds hoot in my melodious ears, 


For Picbe's glad return. 
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111. 


To ſhun fierce ſol's meridian heat, 
Upon von verdant green, 

How oft, at cloſe of eve, I'd meet 
Sweet Phoebe, beauty's queen: 


But, loft the ſun ſhine of her charms, 

The verdant green's all brown, 
And I, with nothing in my arms, 
Lie hard on beds of down. 


IV. 


Then come ſweet fair, and leave behind 

All C.riow, pain, and woe, 

The birds ſhall ſmile, and the north wind 
Like Boreas gently blow: 


So ſhall the daiſy-mantling green, 

The cowſlip-ſtudded brook, 

In ſable robes all crimſon ſeen, 
Reflect each azure look. 


— — 
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BALLAD. 


IN THE Wass. 


—— — — — 


Have you heard, my good neighbours, the wonder. 
ful news, 

How the French are no longer to wear wooden ſhoes ? 

How the nobles their titles agree to forget ? 

And with cobler and prince 'tis hey few well met! 


Sing kick down diſtii.ction, kick off wooden ſhoes, 
Sing brotherly love between Chriſtians and Vn 
O! rare, O rare! | 

Yea and nay, tice and thou, 

Is now 

A'l the rave, 

The year ninety's the date of the trie golden age, 
Let every French trizeur then die in delpair, 

For treedom's the word, and a ſtaiht head of hair. 


7 


The ſtuge for this p'av, 1 had almoſt ſaid farce, 


as of all uther p ices the Grand Field of Mars, 


They erected their caftle of 1:he: ry there, 
Were Miongolfier went up in lis caſtle of air. 


Sing kick dewn Ciſtinction, &c. 


IIr, 
So ſubſtantial's beceme what was formerly froth, 
That they who couid never be truſted on oath, 
Are now, to the wonder of each other nation, 
Like Quakers believed on their bare affirmation. 
Sing kick dywn diſtinction, &c. 

| | 5 
Such virtue as this to the world muſt be dear, 

But woe to us all if it once ſhould coine here ; 


It transforms, the moſt dreſſy to fo many Qurakers; 
And makes even lords pay their butchers and bakers, 


Sing kick down diſtinction, &c. 


Yo: 
Adieu ye fair dames to cards, ſcandal, and tea, 
Adieu Scotch and Welchmen to proud pedigree, 
Madam Virtue is coming to eid vice a dance, 
And all follow faſhions imported from France. 
Sink kick nown diſtuction, &c. 


VI. 
Ve men of the robe your fad fortune deplore, 
Burn your wigs, for your foul occupat on's no more 
Fair truth in each action (hull find out a flaw, 
And juſtice, turned counſel, fhalt ſupercede law. 


Sing kick down d udtien, Ac. . 
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VII. 


Then publiſh the tidings through Fame's mighty rolls, 


In England and Lapland, and under the Poles, 


For men are turn'd angels, and brutes are turn'd men, 


And Eden, not Chaos, is come back again. 
Sing kick down diſtinction, &c. 


BALLAD. 


IN THE WAGS. 


So ſweet I'll dreſs my Zootka fair, 
Such pretty toys her charms ſhall deck, 
The nails of fyc> ſhall grace her hair, 
Their eyes and teeth adorn her neck: 


A hut l'll build her of catalps, 

And ſweetly hang it round with ſcalps, 
And as we franti:ſxip and ſing, 

And join to form he my ſtic ring, 


— 
— — — — 2 f—ä— — — — 


And ſymbals twang, 

And tymbals bang, 

And jump and pra!'ce, 

And friſk in wedlcck's devious dance, 
ha Kal drink and vam, 


And male the bunjer cry giam, giam. 


11. 


The role let Europe's beauties boaſt, 
Aſia the ſaffron's fickly die, 
Let Ebon wives grace Afric's coaſt : 
Can theſe with lovely Zootka vie? 
Her olive cheek the gloſs out ſhines, 
That decorates the copper mines 
Come then and frantic, &c. 


Some ſhave their evebrows for the fair, 
Other; for love pull out their teeth, 


deme by the roots tear up their hair, 


To furm a pretty marriage wreath : 


My loving fiſt at Zootka's roſe 
Shall aim a hundred tender blows, 
And as they frantic, &c. 
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RONDEAU. 


IN THE WAGS. 


—_— 


I peace, when ſprightly drum and fiſe 


Quick marches ſweetly play, 
Then charming is the ſoldier's life, 
To lounge it ail the day : 


How different the trade is 


From w ar's deſtructive call, 
He ogles all the ladies, 
And dances at the ball. 


The ſaſh ſo ſweet a zone is, 
So powerful are its charms, 


That Mars become Adonis, 


Reclines in Veaus' arms. 


No more upon the dangerous plain, 
Death grimly ſtalks abroad, 
No more 
1he gaſping and unpitied lain, 
Weltering in gore, 
For unavailing kelp implore ; 
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Their ſpirits iſſue with a groan, 
Their eves are cloſe in entieſs nn ght, 
Beholders are with horror aw 4, 
And read a fate, fad tate of we, 
That ſoon may be the own. 


No time for pity now !—tac fight 
Grows hot, 
The trumpet lotnds a charce, 

Soldiers and fee ls wih arguur g'ow, 

Stern carnage ties h. fiel, 

And traverſ+- its buundar'es long and large: 
The wor 1; die or vie!'d, 

And niercy is tor got ;— 


Such is the dreadful ardour of the war; 
Yet diſferent far 

When all thele horrors ceaſe, 

And [vers tatt the joys of finiling peace. 


Sweet peace, &c. 
The wel! yack'd column, like a rock, 


While they the war ſuſtain, 
Greatiy receive an arm's ſock, 


The glorious terror of the plain: 
Advincing near, * 
The foe is ſtruck aghaft, 
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The panac ſpreads, 
Pale fear | 
Gains on 'em faſt ; 3 
To order's poſt confuſion now ſucceeds, 
And now the front becomes the rear; 
All reſolution's gone, 
Winle wan deſpair, 
Tur1'd gen'ral, to deſtruction leads em on: 
They fly, 
Fol ow the victors cry, 
War's dreadful tempeſt comes, 
Trumpets and drums, 
Shouts, groans, and thund'ring cannons rend 
the ſky! 


The banners flutt' ring late in air, 
Now from the bearers graſp are torn, 
And on the ſpear | 
Of victory borne :— 


The ſtroke's deciſive! —glutted war, 
Deſcending from his ſanguine car, 
Tired ſold ers from ther pclt releaſe, 
To taſte the joys of ſmilin peace. 


Sweet peac?, Ac. 
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BALLAD. 


IN THF Wars, 


— —— — n ⅛⁊ 


— — — 


Tary tell me I'm mad-that to cells and ſtraw bedding 
In my crach-brain'd condition 'twe re fitteſt 10 hie; 

Thus fland*rous reports at each minute are ſpreading : 
In this world there are thouſands far madder than 1! 


d a friend I b:tray'd, an! a miſtreſs I ſliglited, 
had power, and 1 made my depen lants my tools: 

In the miſery of others I day delighted; | 
Aud this they call madneſ—poor ignorant fools ! 


Why vices like theſe are but common diſaſters, 
Decreed to try patience, by Wiſe nature's luw; 

Come join then the throng, "tis a mad word my maſters, 
On down ſome are franuc, and ſome upon ſtraw. 


11, 
For the loaves and the fiſhes cternally craving, 
Now bleſling their (tare, nb. arraigung their fate, 
Now fawning, now threut' ning, now fig hing, now raving, 
What but maden habit that bedlam the flate * 
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At two to high change but tranſport a mere ſtranger, 
Where to cunning ſuper:or the ſubtle Jew yields, 

Where alwavs, though ſafe, the poor nation's in danger, 
He would inſtantly aſk if it was nut Moorhelds. 


Is it madneſs to ſay then that theſe are the caſtors, 
On which the earth rows by immutable law ? 

Come on, join the throng, tis a mad world my maſtery, 
On down ſome are frantic, and ſome upon ſtraw. 


111. 
Sce that miſer who deaf to the ſoft calls of nature, 
And flint to the core, will unkin iy refuſe, 
Though the trifle were lite to a poor fellow creature, 
To broach that vile hoard he wants ſpirit to uſe: 


Not griev'd for his foul, but his caſh, ſee him dying, 
And then fee his heir at hilarity's board, 
The curmudgeon lies fufe, while his guineas are flying, 
For ſpenarifts to laviſh, and miſers to hoard. 


Why vices like theſe, &c. 


—————— — — 
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RONDEAU. 


IN THE WAGS. 
 ——_ == 


lier dances and fings, and is always content, 

In his vows to his laſs he'll ne'er fail her, 

His anchor's a-trip when his money's all ſpent— 
And this is the life of a ſailor, 


Alert in his duty, he readily*flies 
Where winds the tir'd veſſel are flinging, 
Though ſunk to the ſea gods, or toſs d to the ſkies, 
Still Jack is found working and ſinging : 


Long ſide of an enemy, boldly and brave, 
He'll with broadſide on broadſide regale her, 
Yet he'll ſigh to the ſoul o'er that enemy's grave, 
So noble's the mind of a failor. 


Let cannons roar loud, burſts their fides let the bombs, 
Let the winds a dread hurricane rattie, 

The rough and the pleaſant he takes as it comes, 

And laughs at the ſtorm and the battle: 
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In a foſtering power while Jack puts his truſt, 
As fortune comes, {milling he'll hail her, 
Reſign'd, ſtill, and manly, ſince what muſt be muſt, 
And th:s is the mind of a ſailor. 


Though careleſs and headlong, if danger ſhould preſs, 
And rank'd *mongſt the free lit of rovers, 

Yet he'll melt into teurs at a tale of diſtreſs, 
And prove the moſt conſtant of lovers: 


To rancour unknown, to no paſſion a ſlave, 
Nor unmanly, nor mean, nor a railer, 

He's gentle as mercy, as fortitude brave, 
And this is a true Engliſh ſailor. 


| 


BALLAD. 


IN THE WAGS, 


—— — — — 


B Es Y rrier db ip hail! thy gifts pong, 
That happy mortal's rich indeed: 


Thou willing giv'ſt cach earthly bleſſing 


To all but thoſe who ſtand in need ; 


Thy words are ſweet as Hybla's honey, 

In accents kind, and mild, and civil, 
Flows thy advice: thou giv'ſt not money, 
For money 1s the very devil: 


And rather than the foul temptation 
Should into ſcrapes thy friend betray, 

Diünt' reſted conſ:cleration, 
Thou kindly tak'ſt it all away. 


be 


11. 
Are his affairs at rack and manger, 
Left a bad world thy friend ſhould chouſe, 
No time for thee to play the ſtranger, 
Thou deign'ſt to manage all his houſe: - 


To make him thy good pleaſure tarry, 
To kits thy feet, to leap o'er ſticks, 

To run, to hop, to fetch, to carry, 
And play a thouſand monkey tricks. 


Nay, if thy liquor'ſh chops ſhould water, 
To eaſe him of domeſtic ſtriſe, 

Thou rid'ſt him of a flrting daughter, 
Or, kinder ſtill, thou ſteal'ſt his wife. 
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111. 
Come then, my friend, prevent my pleaſure, 
And out of doors politeneſs kick, 
With me and mine pray keep no meaſure, 
Drench me with bumpers, make me ſick : 


My ce'lar bleed, devour my mutton, 
Upon my vitals dine and ſup : 

Come on thou kind, thon friendly glutton, 
Kill, barbecue, and eat me up. 


Then, to the laſt a friend, deſert me, 

That wiſe by dear experience grown, 

And having no kind friend to hurt me, 
I may, at l:t, become my own. 


{ 


BALLAD. 


IN Tun W AGS. 


Wnar ſong ſhall Ichant? while ! 5 Venus ſparrows, 


Her ceſtus, her dove, 
Shall I hold forth on love? 
Soutce of ſo many bleſſings and ills, 


On which ſo many Cupids have blunted their arrowhy 


And ſo many poets their guills ! 
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All its pains and its pleaſures, its miſc hiefs and joys, 
Have been ſung o'er and o'er, by fond girls and vain boys, 
Not a ſingle new thought the Pierian ſpring 

On love can inſpire :—nor of love will I ling. 


11. 


While I celebrate uproar, and bottles and glaſſes, 
That fools think divine, | 
Shall my ſony be on wine? 
Source of ſo many ſurfeits au! feaſts, 
Where ſo many topers have to ſted their laſſes, 
And ſo many men become beaſts! 
Let thoſe deſcribe wine ho can drink till they reel, 
"Twere faily to write on a theme I can't feel; 
How can i, who ne'er drink but what ficws from 
h-alth's ſpring, 
Find words the delight of a drunkard to ſing ? 


While T celebrate men who all comfort and pleaſure 
| Leave at home for a name, | 
Sha.l I deſcant on {ame ? 
Source of ſo many murders and woes, 
Where ſo many heroes have plunder'd for treaſure, 
And ſo many friends become foes ! 
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A ſtranger to battles, and all their delight, 

Fond of peace and its joys, I can't ſhudder and write: 
The beſt plume that c'er hero bore eff from Fame's wing 
Should not tempt me a ſcene of ſuch horror to ſing. 


IVe 
What ſhall be my ſong ? Shall I celebrate riches? 
Whoſe graſp can combine 
Love, glory, an.| wine! 
Source of each mortal man's r ſe odd fall : 
That thing youth and age, high and low, that bewitches! 
A nothing that comprehends all! 


Be the theme of theſe of others, they cannot be mine := 
Jill love's ed by prudence, by temp: 1aice wine, 

Tiil war ſhall ſweet peace, and gold charity bring, 
Reaſon ſmiles, and forbids me ſuch fully to ting. 


BALLAD. 


IN THF WAGS. 


Or  — . 


Bur, perhaps, while thus boldly expoſing each clf, 

A dupe to paſſion, or folly, or pelf, | 

I the critic ſevereſt become of my ſelf, 
Preſuming to hope fur your favours— 


What is it to me who ſings great, or ſings ſmall, 

Or whether knave firit every knave likes to call, 

Or whoſe roguith, or honeſt —Lord nothing at all, | 
But to eke out the crotchets and quavycrs, 


11. 


Advice from a lawver, a ſinile from h's grace, 

From a hy pocrite treachery, with a {mooth tact, 

From a biſhop a bieſlivg, a gameſter ames ace, 
The public reccive for their favours : 


Thus in their vocation all earneſtly join, 
For what ſhould a man circulate but his own coin? 
Let us humbly entreat then you“! nut fuſe mine, 


Though compos'd but of crotchets and quavers. 


VOL. II. 
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111. 
Every piece is full weight, nr debas'd by vile art, 
Sterling gratitude ſtil] will be found in each part, 
The lively im reftien was made en my heart, 
For what lefs can purchaie your favours ? 


Thus I fearleſs ſibmit to paſs through vorr mint, 


When ally'd, ſhould vou find there's ng counterfeit in't 
) , | | „ 
The ſtamp of vour kind approbition imprint, 
To puls current my crotch ts a A quavers, 


B A L LA D. 


IY rRvarz THTATRICALS. 


— — — 


TicnrT lad, hel fail with, but none e'er fo ſightly, 
As honeſt Bil! E buas, fo kind and ſo true; 

He'd fn like a merinaid, and foot it 1 Vighily, 
Ihe forccaitle's pride, and delight of the crew! 


Put poor as a begrar, and often in tatters 
le went, though his fortune was kind without end; 
For money, died Pill, and them there ſort of matters, 
Yiat's tne good en't, d'ye for, but to {uccour 2 
friend. | 
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11. 


Ther'e Nipcheeſe the purſer, by grinding and ſqueezing, 


Firſt plund”ring, then leaving, the ſhip like a rat, 
The eddy of furtune ſtan ls on a ſt. f breeze in, 
And mouits, fierce as ace, a dog-vane in his hat. 


My bark, through hard ſtorms on life's ocean ſhould 
rock her, | 
Though the roll in misfortune, and pitch end for end, 
No, never ſhall Bill keep a ſhot in the locker, 
When by handing 1t out, he can ſuccuur a friend, 


111. 
Let them throw out their wipes, and cry, * Spight of 
© their croſſes, 
An! forgetful of toil that ſo hard!y they bore, 
That ſailors, at ſea, earn their money like horſes, 
« To ſquander eit i..ly like aizs aſhore.” 


Such lub) rs their jaw would coil up, could they mea- 
ſure, 
Dy their feelings, the cenrous feliglit without end, 
That yes birth anus tas te that tracl of nleaſute, 
The handing our T. i Fire ur a fend. 


- ꝗ— . * 
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IV, 


Why what's all this nonſenſe they talks of, and pother, 
About rights of man ? What a plague are they at? 
If they mean that each man to his meſſmate's a brother, 

Why the lubberly ſwabs, ev'ry fool can tell that. 


The rights of us Britons we knows to be loyal, 
In our country's defence our laſt moments to ſpend, 
To fight up to the ears to protect the blood royal, 
To be true to our wives, and to ſuccour a friend. 


RONDEAU. 


IN PRIVAT® THFATRICALS. 


— — 


Bravry I ſell, who'll buy? Who'll buy? 

Roſe and lilies giris, here am 1: 

Neither black, brown, nor "73 ſhail have cauſe for 
complaint, | 

They ſhall look like angels, and all without paint: 

Who''i buy ? Who'll buy? 

Here an l. 
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Come maids and be beautiful, eaſy's the taſk, 


© Uſe the rouge newly taken from modeſty's maſk; 

As it blooms ſhall fair truth ſhew your heart in the dug, 
And duty's enamel ſhall poliſh the bluſh, 

Fer duty gives charms that will laſt all your lives: 

None but dutiful daugkters make beautiful wives. 


Beauty 1 ſell, &c. 


Now's vour time, all ye wives, would ye beautiful grow, 
Draw (ome drops from content's lucid fount as they flow; 
Take the mildneſs of love, throw away all the art, 
Mix theſe in endearment's alembic, the heart, 
Let the fire of attention the u hole gently boil, 

Then add nature's beſt gloſs, a perpetual ſmile. 


Beauty I ſell, &c. 


Come round me, I've wares for maid, w;dow, and wife: 
This eſſence of truth to the eyes gives a life, 
This tincture ot ſweetneſs ſhall lilies diſcloſe, 


And from this, virtue's — hall ſpring beauty's 
beſt roſe; 


Then while art's in faſhion, how can you refuſe, 
That which nature and reaſon permit you to uſe ? 


Beauty I fel, Kc. 
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BALLAD. 


IN PRIVATE THEATRICALS. 


— — — — 
— 


— 2 „ 


To the plain, to the plain, hark! hark we are ſummon'd 


aw ay; 1 
The birds with new notes thrill the heart through the 
| car; 


Trees and flow'rs freſh liviry have put on to-day, 


And the ſun with new glory begins luis career! 


Some {lengid occaſion Arcadia invites 
To the court ot its love'd, its illuſtrious Icrd, 


Where, wh le pleaſures and ſports blend their various 


d-] glits, 
Plenty empties her well. loaded horn on the board, 


Vhit, what can it mean? 
For cur h-arts' king and queen 
May Juſt fate thus each day ſ:me new pleaſure: pre- 
Pa. e: 
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The ſports now begun! 

Tis the nuptials propitious cf Fred? rick their ſon, 
And the ſong, and the dunce, and the clarion fo loud, 
And tho acclamations we hear from the crowd, 


„All hail the royal pair,” 


11. 
Now louder it grows! 'tis the bridegroom and bride; 
What loyaity rent the glad air as it rung, 
Ve a Mars in his car, Venus the, by his fide 3 
He a hero, and ſhe from a hero's race ſprung. 


Venus here finds her court ; three ſweet Graces are 
ſ-rr., | 
Than Cytherea more lovely, more mild tl;an her 
dove, | | | 
The fair ftrancer to hal, in their hearts to reign queen, 
Each a filter in beauty, a ſiſter in love: 


And fe the glid throny, 

For tne dance and the ſong 
Win err reſpecktul atfction prepare! 

The ſports are begun, 

Corge ſanctions the nuptials of Prederick his ſon, 
Vihile the ſong, &c. 


2 2 - * 
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Again A loud burſt ! What new ſhouts rent the air? 
A fond brother a bride to a fond brother gives! 
While a father, a mother, a progeny rare, 
Each alike imparts tranfport, and traniport receives. 


Long, long 1 may their joys in a tide of love flow, 
Pure, unmix'd from the conjugal fount whence th 
ſpring : 
The firſt title of human perfe fon we know 
Is the parent whole virtues iilulirate the king. 


And fee the glad throng, 

For the dance and the ſong 
With eagcr reſpectful attention prepare 

The ſports are begun, 

George ſanCticns the nuptials of Frederick his ſon: 
While the ſong, &c. 


5 
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BALLAD. 


IN PRIVATE THEATRICALS. 


— — ——n — 


I THAT once was a ploughman, a ſailor am now, 
No lark that, aloft in the ſky, 

Ever flutter'd his wings to give ſpeed to the plough 

Was ſo gay or ſo careleſs as I: 


But my friend was a carfindo aboard a king's thip, 
And he ax'd me to go juſt to ſea for a trip, 

And he talk'd of ſuch things, 

As if ſailors were kings, 

And ſo teizing did keep, 

That I left my poor plough, to go vlouhing the deep : 
No longer the horn 

Call me up in the morn, 

I truſted the carfindo and the inconftant wind, 

That made me tor to go and leave my dear behind. 


I did not much like for to be aboard a- ſnip; 
When in danger there's no door to creep out 

Iliked the jolly tars, I liked bumbo aud flip, 

Fut I did not like rocking about: 
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By and by comes a hurricane, I did not like that: 
Next a battle, that many a. ſailor laid flat: 

Ah, cried l, who would roam 

That like me had a home ? 

Where I'd ſow, and I'd reap, 

Ere I left my poor plough, to go ploughing the deep; 
Where ſweetly the horn 

Call'd me up in the morn, | 

Ere I truſted the carfi do and the inconſtant wind, 


That made me for to go, and leave my dear behind. 


111. 


At laſt ſafe Ilan led, and in a whole ſkin, 
Nor did I make any long ſtay, 

Ere I found, by a friend, whom 1 ax'd for my kin, 
Father dead, and my wife ran away : 


Al who but thyſelf, ſaid I, haſt thou to blame, 

Wives loſing their hu! e oft loſe their good name; 
hb why did 1 roam, 

When to happy at home, 

could fow, and could reap, 


_ Ere I {oft my poor pleugh, to go ploug wag the deep: 


When fo ſweetly the horn 

Calſ'd me up in the morn : 

Curſe light upon the carfindo and the inconſtant wind, 
That made me for to go, and leave my dear behind. 
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Why if that be the caſe, ſaid this very ſame friend, 
And you ben't no more minded to roam, 
Gis a ſhike by the fi, ail your care's at an end, 
| Dad's alive, and your wife ſafe at honic! 


Stark ſtaring with joy, I leapt out of my ſkin, 
Zuſs'd my wife, mother, ſiſter, and all of my kin: 
Now cried I, let them roam, 

Who want a good home; 

I am well, fo I'll keep, 

Nor again leave my plough to go ploughing the deep : 

Once more ſhall the horn 

Call me up in the morn, 

Nor ſhall any damn'd carfindo, nor the ncantinne wind, 

E'er tempt me for to go, and leave my dear benind, 


_—_ 
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BALLAD. 


IN PRIVATE THEATRICALS- 


Tae peaſant in his humble cot, 
The Ethiope on the ſandy Nile, 
The mole-like Laplander, whoſe grot 
Boaſts little genial nature's ſinile: 


Theſe, bleſt with virtue, are not poor; 
Her cheering voice ſuch thrilling comfort brings, | 
It throws around the thatch obſcure 
A joy that ſhames the palaces of kings. 


11. 


Ch virtue, ſorrowing man's relief, 
In pity by Kind heaven ſent, 


That tear'ſt away the thora of grief, 


And plant'ſt inſtead the roſe content !— 


Ih ſmalleſt ſpark ſuch luſtre owns, | 


With it ſuch truth and dignity it brings, 
It tirows obſcurity on thrones, | 
And beams to dim the diadem of kings ! 
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BALLAD. 


IN PRIVATE THEATRICALS. 


4 Q 


Way good people all, at what do you pry ? 1 
Is't the ſtump of my arm, or my leg ? 1 

Or the place where 1 loſt my good- looking eye ? 1 
Or is it to ſee me beg? | k 


Lord love you hard fortune is nothing at all, 

And he's but a fool and a dunce 
Who expects, when he's running full butt Rainſt a wall, 
Not to get a good rap on the ſconce. 


If beg, borrow, or ſteal, be the choice of mankind, 
Sureiy I chooſe the beſt of the three; | 
Beſides, as times go, what a comfort to find 
hat in this bad world there's ſome charity. 


11. 

For a ſoldier J liſted, to grow great in fame, 
And be {ht at for ſixpence a day; 

Lord help the poor poultry wherever I came, 
For how could I live on my pay? 
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I went to the wars, to fight the king's foes, 


Where the bullets came whiſtling by, 
Till they ſwiv'led three ribs, broke the bridge of my noſe, 
Qucer'd my napper, and knock'd out my eye: 


Well what of all this, I'd my legs and my arms, 
And at Chelſea to lay up was free, 

Where my pipe I could ſmoak, talk of battles and 
| ſtorins, | | 
And bleſs his good majeſty's charity. 


111. 


But thinking it ſhameful to live at my eaſe, 


Away, while the frolic was warm, 
In ſearch of good fortune, I ſails the ſalt ſeas, 
And ſo loſes my leg and my arm: 


With two ſtrings to my bow, I now thought myſelf ſure, 
But ſuch is the fortune of war, 

As a lobſtcr at Greenwich they ſhew'd ine tlie door, 
At Chelſea they call'd me a tar ;— 


So falling to nothing between thoſe two ftoo!s, 
I, the whole world before me, was free 


Jo aſk comfort from miſers, and pity from fools, 


And live on that air, men's char.ty,. 
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And what now cf all this here patter at laſt, 
How many who hold their heads high, 

And in taſhion's fine whirligig fly round fo faſt, 
Are but beggars as well as I! 


The courtier he begs for a fnug ſinecure, 
For a ſmile beg your amorous elves, 
Churchwardens hand the plate, and beg round for tis 
poor, 
juſt to pamper and fatten themſelves : 


Thus we're beggars throughout the whole race of man- 


Kind, 
As by daily experience we ſee; 
And, as times go, what a e to find 
That in this bad world there is ſome charity. 
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BALLAD. 


IN PRIVATE THEATRICALS. 


* 


SWEET ſung the lark, high pois'd in air, 
When on as ſwect a morn, 

In Hymen's fane, one fate to ſhare, 
Anna and 1 were ſworn. 


Sweetly the thraſh, in varied ſong, 
The vacant joy encre1t>'d, 

When Kindly came tlic village throng 
To join the marriage f: aft. 


But ſweeter ſang the nightingale, 
Love's herald of the grove, 

When Cynthia, through the ſilver vale, 
Led to the bow'r of love! 


| "7 8 

The lark's ſweet morning ſong of joy 
Is known by that content, 

A luvay girl and blooming boy, 
Are given us to cement: 
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The thruſh ill merrily at noon, 
In varied cadence ſings, 

When ſmiling fortune oft ſome boon, 
To cheer our labour, brings: 


Nor, time far diftant, ſhall we grieve, 
Though bleſſing now and bleſt, 

When Philomel, at nature's eve, 
Shail lull us into reſt. 


BALLAD. 


IN PRIVATE THEAT RICALS. 


Dea John prithee tell me, cried Ruth, 
To Gubbins, her huſband, one day, 
Doſt not think, in good ſooth, 
I ſhould ſwear but the truth | 
Did I fwear whit I am going to fa; / 


That wedlocks's a ftate, 
In good humour, that fate | 
Contriv'd to bleſs woman and man, 


138 
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And that Giles here's an aſs, 
Who ſuch forture lets pals ? 
All ſhould marry as ſoon as they can. 


11. 


Why Goody, cried Gubbins, you know 
My thoughts of the thing fore to day, 


Nor, as I ſhall ſnew, 


Need one many miles go 
To prove what J am going to ſay. 


Did wives ever ſcold, 


. Were they ugly, or old, 


A ſpouſe were a miſerable man : 


But ſmooth is their tongue, 
They're all comely and voung ! 
Giles get married as uu as you can. 


If one's child ren one wiſh'd in their grave, 
Stell plaguing one day alter day, 


Phe girls fiſhion's ſlaves, 


Thy boys pophies and knaves, 
One then m cht have ſomething to ſay ; 


oo TT 
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But brats are no evil, | *þ 
They ne'er play the devil, : | | 
Nor have wives from their duty e'er ran, 
Then ſince, my friend Giles, | 
Wedlock greets you with ſiniles, 
Get married as ſoon as you can. 


1 v. 
Cried Ruth, will you let your tongue run ? 
Here you ſcurvy old villain I rule ! 
Rogues thcre are, ſaid the ſon, 
But, old Quiz, am I one? 
Cricd the daughter, my father's a foo] 1 
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Don't you ſee, Gubbins cried, 
I've the tenderſt bride, 
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And beſt children that ever bleſt man 5 1 
Giles would you be driven, | N i 
To bedlam or heaven, | | j 

Get married as ſoon as you can! | 1 
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BALLAD. 
| * 


IN PRIVATE THEATRICALS- 


a " — 4 


Won T you hail the leap year, by that am'rous rogue 


Janus, 
Once in every four times conſecrated to Vanus ? 
Oh the fine lovely ſeaſon for frolic and ſporting, 


When the men are made love to, and girls go a courting! 


Then come round me dear creatures, and frolic and ftiſk it, 

And dance it, and whiſk it, 

Sing ſmallilow, batheſhin, ah arroo Pat, 

(To be ſure dere won't be ſome fine fun and gig going 
forward j)- 

Faith and conſcience and you may ſay dat. 


11. 


vliger vanus come put on maculine a'r, 

Throw vou:fe}f on your knees, Curſe your ftars, lie and 
ſwear ; 

Perfection, ſays you, to your beauty's a quiz, 

Crics Miſs Mars, do you love me? I dv, damme, whiz! 


= 
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Then come round me, dear creatures, and frolic and friſk it : 


And dance it, and whiſk it, 

Sing ſinallilow, batheſhin, ah arroo Pat! 

(To be ſure dere won't be fine ſighing and dying—ak 
faith and lying too!) 

Fait and conſcience and youu may ſay dat. 


111. 
Rich young ladies of ſixty, new born to love's joys, 
Shall hobble and mumble their courtſhip to boys; 
Girls ſhall court from the ſhiners of old men aſſiſtance, 
With their eye on a handſome tight lad in the diſtance fk 


Then come round me, dear creatures, and frolic and friſk it 


Ad danceät, and whiſk it, 


Sing Lnaliilow, bathelhin, ah arroo Pat! 
(To be ture they won't make the belt uſe of their time 
honey!) 
Fait an | coni..cnce and you may ſay dat. 


+ FW 


M's \*avpole vil Roop to the arms cf an imp, 


Arn: the tall | avy Gawky ſil court my Lord Shrimp, 
Mis Firmy ſhail clinb round the neck of a tal! man, 
A..c the rich Widow AL tz: court a big lriſh joiunan. 
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Then come round me, dear creatures, and frolic and friſc 


| its | 
And dance it, and whiſk it, 
Sing ſmallilow, batheſhin, ah arroo Pat! 
To be ſure the little devils won't ogle as if they had 
not an hour to live!) | 
Fait and conſcience and you may ſay dat. 


V. 


Miſs Champanſy, whoſe monkey has ſo many charms, 
Of a fine pow. I-r*d coxcomb ſhall ruſh to the arms; 


To court Miſter Sciatic Miſs Spaſm ſhail hop, 
And M:f> Cheveux-de-frizc ſhall addreſs Mr. Crop. 


Then come round me, dear creatures, and frolic and 
friſk it, | | 

And dance it, and whiſk it, 

Sing ſmallilow, batheſhin, ah arroo Pat 


(To be fare the bold little d-vils won't put the fellow® 


in a fine fluſteration!) 
Fait and conſcience and you may ſay dat. 
VI. 
Thus you have nothing to do jolman all but fit ſtill, 
And fait every Jack will ſoon find out a Jill; 
Come on ye bold devils, ſwear, lie, and make ſpeeches, 
'Tisleap year, and the petticeats govern the breeches * 


F 
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Then come round me, dear creatures, and frolic and friſk 

| : | | 

And dance it, and frikk it, 

Sing ſmallilow, batheſhin, ah arroo Pat; 

(Ah the dear creatures! to be ſure they won't cut a 

comical figure when they are dreſſed in their 
inexpreſſibles!) 


Fait and conſcience and you may ſay dat. 9 
Ml 
— 1 
| WR q | 
BY | 
IN PRIVATF THFATRICALS. Wi 
c | Well | 
N 
Lier ſons of floth dream time away, ll! 1 
1 


Regardleſs what may follow, 
And rail at us who wake the day 
With horn, and hound, and hollow: 


We their purſuits ſhou'd find the ſame, | 
To ther ſecret, were we privy, | 

Each n. an to Hunt me lav urite game | 
Tin ugu life goes on tantivy. 


— 
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The book-worm hunts the ancient ſchools, 
And walks with Ariſtotle, | 
Black-legs and ladies hunt for fools, 
The toper hunts his bottle. 


Thus ſhould we find, whate'er the name, 
To their ſecrets were we privy, 
Mankind to hunt, &c. 


111. 


When doctors come in at the death, 
For true bred hunters theſe are, 
The patient cries, with his laſt breath, 

Et tu Brute! then fall Cæſar. 


Thus we with ſafety might proclaim, 
To their ſecrets were we privy, 
Mankind to hunt, &c. 


IV. 


The miſanthrope hunts out for woes, 
Muck-worms are for gold purſuing, 
While neck and nothing, as he goes, 
The ſpendrift huuts his ruin, 
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Bold tars for honour hunt the wind, 1 


Outrageous ſaints hunt ſinners, | | 1 N 


„ 
( 
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While with round belly, capon-lin'd. 
Fat aldermen huut dinners. 


Thus ſhould we find men's views the ſame, 
To their ſecrets were we privy, 


All, al to hunt, &c. 
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VI. 


Fame courtiers hunt from place to place, 
Rukes hunts new fets of features, 

While generous hearts urge on the chaſc, 
To relieve their fellow creatures: 


Let us, while to our actions aim, 


Regard'ets who are vrivy, 
In chaſe of pleaſure, as tur game, 
Trough life go on taniiyy. 
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BALLAD. 


IN PRIVATE THEA TRICALS. 


Poo Peggy lov'd a ſoldier lad, 
More, far more, than tongue can tell ye, 
Yet was her tender boſom fad 
Whene'cr ſhe heard the loud reveilez: 


The fifes were ſcreetch-owls to her ears, 
The drums like thunder ſeem'd to rattle, 
Ah too prophetic were her fears, 
They call'd him frem her arms to battle! 


There wonders he againſt the foe 
Pertorm'd, and was with laurel, crown'd, 
Vain pomp! for foon #c2th lad lum low 


On the cold greuind. 


Ii. | 

Her heart all love, her Fa! *rIth, 
IJ hat none her fear* c: irc ht diſcover, 
Poor Deg, in guiſe a cometr ; cuth, 


_ Fouliuw'd to tic feld her lover 


. 
— 
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Directed by the fife and drum, 

To where the work of death was doing, 
Where of brave hearts the time was come, 

Who, ſeeking honour, graſp at ruin. 


Her very ſoul was chill'd with woe, 
New horror came in every ſound, | 
And whiſper'd death had laid him love 
On the cold ground. | 


111. 
With mute affliction as ſhe ſtood, 
While her woman's fears confound her, 
With terror all her ſoul ſubdu' d, 
A mourning train came thronging round her: 


The plaintive fife and muffl'd drum 
The martial obſequies diſcover, 
His name ſhe heard, and cried I come, 
Faithful to meet my murder'd lover 


Then heart · rent by a ſigh of woe, 
Fell, to the grief of all around, 
Where death had laid her lover low 
On the cold ground! 
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BALLAD. 


IN PRIVATE THFATRICALS. 


— -- > —-— 


MANxIND all cet drunk, av and womank ind too, 
As by proof I ſhall preſently ſhew you ;— 

See that upſtart, to power who unworthily grew, 
Win good fortune ſo drunk he don't know you. 


Then round with the bowl, the tree's known by its trunk, 
TLis not liquor our natures Can vary; 
And pow'r as comp'etely can make a man drunk 

As claret, or ſack, or canary. | 


"liv reels that poor wretch ? Why his eyes does he roll? 
Way mutter and ſtorm in that faſhion ? 

What wine has he drank ? How oft emp:cd the bowl! 
Not at all tir, the man's in a paſſion ! | 


Then round with the bowl, the tree's known by its trunk, 
is not liquor ohr n:tures can vary, 

And pailion as eaſy can make mortals Crunk 
As claret, cr ſack, or canary, 


| 
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111. 
see that whimſical crenture, now cry, and now laugh, 
Now rave, and now ſtorin. and now fidget! 
He's not diu k tir, for all he's lo like a great calf, 
Tis jeulouſy makes lim an id ot! 


Then round with the how], the tree's known by its trunk, 
Tis not liquor our natures can vary, 

Aud love as comvietely can make a qau drunk 
As Tuaret, or ſack, or Canary, 


IV. 
See thoſe beautiful creatures like angels come cn, 
Form'd us fellows to deep to cur t ther, 
Say, 'ent it a pity they are all half gone? 


Nat with wine, but a cap aud a feather ! 


Then round with the bow], the tree's known by its trunk, 
lis not liquor our natares can vary, 

And faluion as eaſy can make ladies drunk 
As Claret, or ſack, or Canary. 
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V. 
Thus paſſion, or power, or whim, or caprice, 
Poor mortals can make non ſe ipſe ; 
We ſvill like a ſpunge, or a mayor at a feaſt, 
The men drunk, and the ladies all tipſey| 


Then round with the bowl, the tree's known by its trunk, 
*Tis not liquor our natures can vary, | 
And folly as eaſy can make mortals drunk 
As claret, or ſack, or canary. 


| BALLAD. 


IN PRIVATE THEATRICAIL.s. 


I've ſail'd round the world without fear or diſmay, 
I've ſeen the wind foul, and I've ſeen the wind fair, 
I've been wounded, and ſhipwreck'd, and trick d of my 

| pay, 
But a brave Britiſh ſallor ſhould never deſp, 
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11. 
When in a French priſon I chanced ſor to lie, 
With no light from the heaven's, and ſcarce an * air, 
la a dungeon, inſtead of in battie, to die, 
Was dilinal I own, but I did not deſpair, 


1. 
But Lord this is nothing —my poor upper works 
Got ſhatter'd and I was obliged to repair; 


I've been ſhot by the French, and a flave mongſt the 


| Turks, 
But a brave Britiſh ſailor ſnould never deſpair, 


IV. 


But for all theſe misfortunes, I'd vet cut a daſh, 
Laid ſing up my timbers, and never know care, 
If the agent had not ran away wich the caſh, 
Aud ſo many brave fellow plunged into d. * 


V. 


So coming !. ng file of our bold royal tar, 
I to him the rukt<on't, for why fhould J care, 
Of ny views awd my hardſhips, and wounds in the 
wars, | 


And if haw he would rigi:t me, I ſhowd nut Ct hair. 


| 
| . 
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1 
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| Vr. | 
Says his highneſs, ſays he, ſuch ill treatment as thine 
Is a ſhame, and henceforward thy fortune's my care, 
So now biefſings on him ſing out me and mine, 
And thus Briuiſh ſeamen ſhould never deſpair. 


vir. 
So ſtraightway he got it made into a law, 
That each tar of his rhino thould have his full ſhare, 
And ſo agents, d'ye ſee, may coil up their flack jaw, 
For the duke is our friend, and we need not deſpair, 


VIII. 

Then puſh round the grog, though we face the whole 
world, Sn. 

Let our royal tar's pennant but fly in the air, 


And the tails of our navy again be unfurl'd, 
 We'"!! ſtrike wond'ring vaticns wich awe and deſpair. 
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IN PRIVATE THFATRICALS:. 9 

Dayyer Ted Tattoo is my natty name, 4 
For a roll cr a trevallu, | N 
Among the girls loud ſounds my ſame, | Ni 


When I ther quarters rally. 


For with file and drum 

I ſmirking come, 

Leer, cock my hat, 
Swear and all that, 

Nor never dread 

A broken head 

Where the cauſe of ſtis's a doxy 

But as for wars, | 
And wounds, ant fears, 

And figliting Fes, 

An thumps, and blows, 


I'd aller ht by proxy. 


11. 
When chiefs and privates mingied lie, 
And galp without alliance, 


vol. 11. i 
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In baggage waggon, perch'd up, ! 
Stand umpire at a diſtance : 


And with fife and drum 
1 ſmirking come, 
*Monglt ſoldier's wives, 
W ho lead merry lives, 
Nor ever dread 
A brek n head 
Where the cauſe of ſtrife's a doxy : 
Let their hulban is go, 
And, *cainſt the foe 
Gain glor\'s fears 
In honour's wars 
JJ rather fight by proxy. 


111. 
Yet think ve I am not reno n'd 
In fo einn wars and dv, 
Why, fir, when fafe at home aud ſound, 
Zounds I could fight the devil! 


And with fiſe and drum, 
Can ſnirking come, 
And cock my hat, 

L.cer and a! that, 

Kor never dread 


A broken head, 
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When the cauſe of ſtr: fe" 5 2 doxy: 
Leet others go, 
And, '*avainit the toes 
Gain glury's Kurs 
2 Boeder S urs: 
I'd rather fig'it by proxy. 


IV. 


Thus through the world I make a noiſe | 
Where'er I'm a fojourner, 

The mighty won ber and ſurpriſe 
Of every chimney corner! 


Where with fife and drum 
I ſmirking come, 
And rap out zounds, 
And talk of wounds, 
Nor ever drcad 
A broken head 

Where the cauſe of Rriſc's a doxy : 
They're fools u ho go, 
And, gainſt the foe, 
In glory's wars 
Gain honour's ſcars: 

Im wife, and figlit by proxy. 


— - - — - 
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BALLAD. 


1N PRIVATE THFATRICALS., 


Fa * 
— — : ð . ðͤ 


Lanirs and gentlemen I'm a beau, 
A beau I have been all my life, 
And yet niay the devil fetch me i I know 
Ho I, whoſe whole trade is 
o tickle up the ladies, 
Have never yet got me a uife. 


J ſtarted in life 'bout the year ſixtv-two, 


My ſmall clothes were ſcarlet, my Rocking were blue, 

My ſhors were haif-buvts, pudding fleeves 00 1 wares 

My hat in the true piſtol cock, and the nure | 
O'er the fur to prevail, 


I ſporte(] a fine ramilic for a cue, 


For what's a beau or a monkey without a tail ? 


11. 
Faſhion thus yields to faſhion, as night vields to day, 
The huge hat that was cock'd with an air 
Soon vas kick'd out of doors, of the ſinart Nivernois 
1 he char..vd world ſung the praiſes, 
The belles put o 1ax1e8, 
And the beaux Ii ried nc their own har. 


— 
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By that time it came to the vear ſeventy-two, 
The faſhions of mixture of old were and new; 
Your hair Ike a buſhel might look, or a wir, 
Or nin. hairs of a fide, with the tall of a pig, 
For me Oer the fa'r to prevail, 
I had ſeven yards of ribbon to make me a q eue, 
For wiat's a beau or a monkey Without a tail? 


Il. 
Alain with the varving modes did ! jump, 
Of f ſh on I gave the grant pas; 
My coat hung to my heels, or was tuck'd to my rump, 
In ail circles thoving, 
A beau, or a ſloven, 
With a flouch, or a chapeau de bras: 


Thus I fporte:l my figure about eighty-two, 


Drove a twoe-!tory g'g, that four pony rats drew, 


Worca coat with ſeven capes, thirtren waiſtcoats in one, 
A: 2 that might ne'er be in folly outdone, 
Vith the fair to prevall, 


Nu ge porter's knot W ould have ſcarce held my queue, 


For what's a beau or a monkey without a tail ? 


IV. 


Thus in all ſorts of ningill alſemblies the firſt, 


ave my zue, health, and ſpirits been hack'd, 


— 
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Put the poliſh worn off, nothing left but tue ruſt, 
I of taſhion's {irange ſtages, 
I. ke Shakeſ+.ire's Seven Ages, | 

Play the farce, though I'm in at the laſt act. 


Arrived to vear of Our Lord nin{ty-two, 

I drefs, and I celx, aid I flirt, but u on't do; 

At a hundred and one I ſhould {t:1! Le a fop, 

But done up, and nick named by the world they grey 

crop, 
Can I hope to prevail, 
To play gal:antry's part I have now loſt my cue, 

Fur what's a beau or a mo key w.thuut a tail. 


BALLAD. 


IN PRIVATE THYATRICALS, 
Aras! the batt'c's lu ſt and won, 
Dick Fiint's born eff the ficli 
By daath, from whom the ſtouteſt run, 


WI.o makes whole arungs yield! 
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Pick well in honow'> footſtep trod, 
Blav'd war and its alarms, 

Now death beneath the humble {od 
Has grounded luis arms! 


11. 
Dick's march'd before us, on a rout 
Where ev'ry foldier's ſent, 
His fire is dead, his courage out, 
His ammunition fpent ; 


His form ſo active's now a clod, 
His grace no longer charms, | 

For death beneath the humble ſod 
Has grounded lis arms! 


Come fire a volley o'er his grave, 
Deu marches 1] 't us beat; 


War's honours well b-come the brave, 


Wio found their lait retreat. 


Al maſt ot ev Fate's awful nod, 
ih in bfe ths moment warms, 
Dewi ſoon er late, beneath the ſod 


WII! gre und tic ſoldier's arms! 
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BALLAD. 


IN PRIVATE THFATRICATS. 


— 
— 


Abi u my gallant ſailor, obey thy duty's call, 
Though falſe the ſea, there's truth aſhore ; 
Till nature is found changing, thou'rt ſure of conſtant 
Poll : 
And yet, as now we ſever, 
Ah much I fear that n-ver 
Shall I alas behold thee more. 


Jack kifs'd her, hitch'd his trowſers, and hied him to 
begone, 
Woelghed anchor, and loſt ſight of ſhore : | 
Nexi dau a briſk ſfouth-weſter a heavy gale brought on, 
A eu cred Jack for ever, 
For much I fear th:t never 
Si- al, I, ſwert Poll, beh 1d you more. 
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Poll heard that to the bottum was ſunk her honeſt tar, 
And for a while lamente( ſore ; 5” 
At length, cried ſhe, I'll marry z what ſhould I tarry for? 
I may laid apes for ever, 1 
Jack's gone, and never, never 
Shall 1, alas, bchold hun more f 


IV. 


Jack ſafe and ſound returning, ſought out Ius faithful 
Poll, 
Think yon, cried ſhe, that falſe I (wore, 
I'm cenſtant (t-'1] as cver, 'tis nature's chang'd, that's all; 
An ts we part fur ever, 
For never, ſa1.or, never 
Shall I behold you more ! 


V. 


It, az you ſav, that nature like winds can ſhift and veer, 
About ſhip for a kinder thore, 


vor. its Y 
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I hear the trick you play*d we, and io, d'ye ſee, my dear, 
To a kind }:cart for ever | 


— - 
— — — —— 


Sc x cf - 
&7 


— 


I've ſpliced myſelt, fo never 
Shall I, falſe Poll, behold you more. 


BALLAD. 


IN PRI Var THEATRICALS. 


—__— 


S$paxyiyc Tack was fo comely, ſe pleaſant fo jolly, 
ouch winds blew great guns, ſtill he'd whiſtle and 


Ta Row he ind, and us true to his Molly, 


At, Fh es greatnels, Was great as a king: 


O. as yo Soo with tworeels in the main ſai], 
An 75 t nc Ui 109 m een 4 f C more, 
Ink Wert uplafeft, ler than the top gantfa l, 


Amas veel hene, and we neter tan hun more: 


A 2 - "gt ww * . ' 
(alt SEO ALT 5 A. .. A, 


8 8 . * 1 : 
Coin e let us DE IV, 

” - 127 a Y —_— ha an © F * 4 9 1. i” a 

17 1 24 11900 .. Jeu 8, N , * 3 ore. 
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12. 
wh iffling Tom 11 of miſehief, or fun in the midie, 
Through lite in all wathers at random would jog, 
Hd dance, and he'd ling, and he'd play on the fiddle, 
And iwig with an air his allowance of grog: 


Long fide of a Pon, in the Terrible frigate, 
As yard arm and vard arm we lay off the ſhore, 
In and out whiffling Tom did ſo caper and j'g it, 
That his head was ſhot off, and we ne*cr ſaw him more: 


But grieving's a folly, &c. 


Bonny Ben was to ench jolly me iſmate a brother, 

He was manly and honeſt, 0-44 natured and free, 
If ever one tar was more true than another, 

To his friend and his duty, that ſailor was he: 


One day with the wit to weigh the cadge anchor, 
Ben went in the boat on a bol craggy ſhore, 

He over board tipt, when a ſhurx and a ſpanker, 
Soon nipt him in two, and we neter {aw him more: 


But grieving's a fully, &c. 


— — —— 
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Iv. 
But what of it all lads, ſhall we be down hearted 
Becauſe that mayhap we now take our laſt jup? 
Life's cable muſt ene day or other be parted, 
And death in ſafe moorings will bring us all up: 


But 'tis always the way on't, one ſcarce finds a brother 
Fond as pitch, honeſt, hearty, and true to the core, 
But by battle, or ſtorm, or ſome damn'd thing or other, 

He's popp'd voi the houks, and we ne'er ſee him more! 


But grieving's a fo ly, &c. 


PALLAD. 


IN PRIVATE THEATRICALS. 


OO — - 


CO — — 


ARRAH if 'tis no lie in this world we are living, 
And it en't, for it's ſeen every day, 

That the tru-ſt of joys hum: & hearts are recaving 
Are thoſe they are giving away. 


Sire men are all fifters, and confns, and brothers, 
And 'tis clear to the ſtupideſt elf 


| 
i 
' 


| 


4 
| 
N 
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That the beſt kin of comfort a man gives to others, 


Is that which he takes 40 himfelt: 


Ius this bolder ant game, this ſume mcum and tuum, 
Means the devil a meaning but ſuun, 


For your friend's peace of mind ſhould you let your 
mouth water, 
And be getting the wiſh you obtain, 
In poiT-fſing his parſe, or his wife or his daughter, 
What delight would the joy be but pain, 


Then let knav'rv alone, the vain w ks uſcleſs labour, 
Be't for | ve, or for pow'r, or for pe'f, 


For every wrong that a man does his neighbour, 


Sure is he nct doing hiniſelf? 


Thus this bodder, &c. 


111. 


If I'm rich, and ſhould chuſe to do good to another, 
Arrah fait for the ſelfith deſign 


Devil tank me. fr if you allow I'm his brother, 


Fi t and conlcince ſure in not he mine? 


But, ſis m::ſty MT rality, chuſe ob ies fitting; 
Juſt your ferinuns lay by on the ſacl; 


yy 
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Why you ſtupid oll big wig, arrah ſure 'entI getting 
For one joy of his ten for mylelf, | 


Thus this bodder, &c. 


IV. 
Then from ſuch bothoration in pity relsaſe us, 
Fortune all you beſtow will revay, | 
An! though pour A Job, you'll all be as r:ch as Craeſus, 
Fer you'll kvep wt you've given au ay: 


The fige generous maxim then while you're purſuing 
Spend your all to head m untains of pert, 

Soar high uv hile you're ſinking, be pfeſherous in ruin, 
And give joy to enjoy it y: urielf. 


Ard thus have I proved, &c. 


BALLAD. 


IN PRIVATE T1tATRICALS. 


ELEAx was the morn when Wiliiam leit his Nancy, 
The fleecy ſnuw trown*d on the whiten'd ſhore, 


Cold as the fears that chill d her dreary fancy, 


While ſhe her ſailor from her bulum tore: 
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To his 911d heart a little Nancy preſſing, 
Wii. a, ug tar the ample trotrrs ey'd, 

In need i firmneſs, in this Rate diftr fling, 
Wilt crock the riüng ſich, an! fondly cricd, 


Ker forr the periis of the fickle ocean, 
Sorrow notion, 
Grief al in vain; 
Sweet love abe heart, 
For we mut part 


I. 3:y to meet again. 


11. 
Lou l blew the win, when leaning on that willow 
Where the dear name of Wi ham ſtood, 
When Nancy ſw, tufs'd by a fitness bil'ow, 


A ſhip Cali gun a 10 K tit topp'd the flood: 


Her tender het vith fiantic ſorrow thrilline, 
Wi! as the em ma' h wid a.ong the thore, 
No {91ner could refift a five ke 


{ Kl ing. 


T. le, the crie, nor tha l 1 tee lum more! 


* 1 y 3 * , 2 * * 

Why na lever er iſt the fiekle ocean, 

Sort. s my partie n, | 
Niuerw ant pan! 


Pre. LV DO: 31: hart 
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111. 


Mild was the eve, all nature was ſmilling, 
Four tedious years had Nancy paſs'd in grief, 
When, with her children the fad hours beguiling, 

She ſaw her William fly to her relief? 


Sunk in his arms with bliſs he quickly found her, 


But ſoon return'd to life, to love, and joy, 
While her grown young ones anxiouſly ſurround her, 
And now Will claſps his girl, and now his boy: 


Did I not ſay, though 'tis a fickle ocean, 
Sorrow's all a notion, 
Grief all in vain ? 
My joy how ſweet, 
For now we meet, 
Never to part again! 


- — — — —— — - 
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BALLAD, 


IN rRIVATr THEATRICALS. 


— 


Lirt's a jeſt, ſivs the poet, arrah ſure 'tis a pun 


Men call black for Khite threugh me quibbiing 


pretencc, | 
And expreſſions ſtill uſe where the ſound is ell one, 


Though as diſtant as London from Dublin the ſente. 


Then let 'em now juſt go their gig and their fun, 
Tunis life by me ſoul's nothing more than a pun, 
Where men play on our paſſions to turn eus all fools, 
And make puts aud quibble:, that we way make Pulle 


11. 

That he's o'er head and ens the fond lover ſeclares, 
Ani muſt marry or hang the dear creature balet, 

Conſents, little die ung he puns white he fraue, 


For the taef dies not mean he's in love, but in d Vi. 


Then let them nw juſt go thei gg an their ſun, 
This hf be m u foul's nathing more han a pin, 
Where fine daihi..g 'overs fon sides turn fools, 


And make pin: and qu bhlis, tha they wy make bulls, 
VOL. II. 7 


— — 


— — 
— — — 
— a > 


F ̃ > 4 In: * 2 — 
« . A ; 


— ee > ne — 
— —— - - — —— - 


— — 


179 DIBDIN'S SELECTED SONGS. 


| 
That ſweet babe, ſays old Bolus, I'll quickly reſtore 
To that mother trom who m the dear creature had 
birth ; 
Punning rogue, by and by fir the child is no more, 
So he lies and ſpeaks truth, for he meant — 
earth! 


Then let them now juſt go their gig and their fun, 
Tits life by my ſoul's no hing more than a pun, 
And thus learned phyſicians their patients turn fools, 
And make puns and enema that my may make 
bulis. 


IV. 
Saus the courtier, my friend, vou ſhall have a ſnug place, 
A douceur or two more and your nut cannot fail ? 
The d-ar punning courtier gets into diſgrace, 
And you get ſure enough a ſnug place in a jail ! 


Then le! 'em now juſt go their gig and their fun, 
This life by ſoul's nothing mere than u pun, 
And thus cuurtiers turn their dependants and fools, 
And make puns and that ay may make 
pulls. 
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v. i 
Thus one thing they ſay, and another expreſs, 

Thus feathers cut throats, thus are ſ,cophants civil, 
Don't biſhops and ladies ſay no, and mean ves? 


Don't we call women angels for playing the devil? 


Then let them now juſt go their gig and their fun, Wet! 
This iife by my ſoul's nothing more than a pun, | 1 f 
Thus men laugh in their ſleeves, while they turn their ö 
| friends fools, | 
And make puns and quibbles, that they may make 
bulls. Dog | | | 
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RONDEAU. 


IN PRIVATE THIATRICALS, 


— 


Mo calls *—-Who calls ? 


Who Wiſ.lom calls by Momus' name? 
Who needs a ſample of my quality ? 

Nomus and wiſdom are the ſame, 
Wildom's god's the god of jollity. 


Let the dark ſage who low*rs and ſcow ls, 
And broods o'er melancholy, 

Sce“ cieeping ſnakes and outing owls, 
And call all plealcre folly: 


If this be truth, truth ſpeaks in lies, 
T his axiom nought can vary, 

If to be merry's to be wiſe, _ 
Jo be wife is to be merry, 


Who calls? &c, 
Pe mortals motives what they may, 


Po r, love, ambition, treaſure, 
In ſpight of ail wiſe too's can ſay, 


The end propos'd is pleaſare, 
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That truth which contra ids me, lies; 
This axiom ought can vary, 

If tv be merry's to be wiſe, 
To be wile is to be merry. 


Who calls? &c. 


Sec laughter at my beck appears, 
And holds up men and manners, 
Hiſt: Joy's recruit's, Whim's volunteers, 
Liſt under Momus' banners: 


1 Folly dreſs in Wiſdom's gniſe, 
Nor can my maxims Vary : 

If to be m-rry's to be wiſe, 
To be wile is to be merry. 


Who calls? &c. 
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RONDEAU, 


IN PRIVATE THEATRICA Lb. - 
— 


A mienTy ſultan once for ſun 
Indulged an inclination, 

*Tis odds by then my ſtory's done 
You'll make its application. 


Aung he ſent for to hꝭ cout, 


- Who, each way you can mention, 
To furniſh whim, and fun, and ſports 
Sti tortured his inventi-.n. 


To pleaſe this ſultun, &c. 


Mongſt Folly's ſons and daughters too 
With Satire did he wander, 


And ſtill attempting ſomething new, 


Relying en the candour 


Of this mighty ſultan, &c- 
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At length his frclics at an end, 
Cried ene, I do nut bam you, 
But as vu merit, mv good friend, 
He'll eicher fave ur dam you, 


Will this mighty ſultan, &c. 


But, fur yur comfort, he is juſt, 
And eaſily contented, 

Nor to him &er did any truſt | 
Who af:erwards repented. 


| You are the ſultan who for fun 
Indulge an inclination, 

I am the wag—my ſtory's d one— 
Now make its application. 
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BALLAD. 


IN PRIVATE THFATRCALS. 


In the motley feather'd race 
Nlandind vou may diſtinctiy trace, 
Erermoime on pleaſure's wing 
Is roving, 
Fglbiting, lov nz, | 
The; ch:itcr, c. oak, and hoot, and ſing, 


Naur is my ſimile u: fair, 

Among the peop e of the air 

Are bads of n ght and birds of day, 
Birus that on cach other prev, | 

Birds that whiſtle, birds that croak, | 

Birds that are a ſtauding joke, 

Birds that decoy, and n.ock and call, 


So uke to birds are morta's a!l ; | 


That in the motley foat!.er'd race, 
Naunki' d you way d ſtnctliy trace, 
Ev rav re on peeaſure's WL. g, 
Lol roving, | 
F ufting, lov nz, 
They chatter, croak, an loot, and ſing. | 


„% 1 — 


DIBDIN'S SELECTED SONGS, 


11. 


Thou haft feen upon the prowl, 


Grave as atiy judge, an owl, 

On birds and mice at random ſeize, 
For wien or hnnet, 
Watch the minute, 

And make a ſnatch, by way of fees : 


Lawvers, who deal in froth and wards, 
What are the; all but humming-bii cs ? 
Geeſe are thoſe who go to law, 

A hoarding miſei's a jackdaw, 

Fond doves, like lovers, kiſs and toy, 


A bulfinch is an Iriſh joy, 
Negietted worih's the humble wren, 


While corm'rants are a“ al dermen! 


Thus in the motley featlier'd race, &. 


Vain peacocks thou haſi ſeen, v ho hide 


Their ug.y cet, o :gh puff“ i with pride ; 
Theis, uhile they baſk in tunſhine's h uv. 


S pact, $ woniicrs, 
Ii de tne blunse.s 


Of gaay peacocks, plum'd with power ; 


VOL. Its A A 
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Fools ſo love knaves one cant't defers 

The dove-houle from the rookers ; 

The mcereſt dolt can tell you wh» 

Are like the wagtail and cuc ko: 
And all know thoſe who ſs cht ant i: 

Are like the nniy chatt'ring pie 

A hen's a flirt, with frizzÞd top, 

And what's the Quck-tail'd-ja; *—A crop! 


Thus in tlie motley feather'd race, &c. 


SONG. 


[N PRIVATE THEATRCALS. 


— — — 
— — 


RECITATIVE, 


B.no1.D two mighty chiefs come on! 
Not Hector, nor yet Telamon; 

Who, *ltead of fiſts, cutf'd toes with rocks, 

Eut two tom-tits, or bantum cccks : 

Not like two combitants f vore. 

Who lew the fue, aid crank tic gre, 
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Like tygers, or fierce maſtiff dogs 

But chiefs from Homer's mice and frogs ; 
Lank both in form and voice, and taper, 

Like an cel-{kin, or a thread paper; 

Who ammunition draw from lungs, 

And wie.d not ſwords, nor ſpears, but tongues, 


Suppoſe them enter'd in the liſt, 

T heir cauſe of quarrel who was hifs'd, 
Or groan'd at moſt at either houſe : 
Says general frog to general mouſe— 


AIR. 


Signor Pantheon 
© Vat ting vou play on, 
To give Milter John Bull delight?“ 
&« Monicur Haymarket, 
Pray don't you batk yet, 
% Nor ſhe'y your tooſe, fur you can't bite.“ 


+ My great big houſe make people ſtare,” 
Vat uſe great houſe, nobody dare? 
« do de op'ra, vou muſt fing {5:5 : 
« Ninety foot wide, hundred yard long, 
And den great many much foot high, 


| 
; 


— 


— — 


Ihe chandelier he touch de (ky :" a | 
« You Sadler-vells, Aſtley, Foxnail, 
All Derry Down, Tit fol de rot :" 
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© Your houfe make mine one ſervant- hall.“ 
{ I liceriſe get, you none at all.” 


© Fire and fury, dev'l in hell, 
© Oh vat diſgracia, 
© To my faccia, 
«Tis ferry fell, 
© Fidder, ünger, dancer, quick 
© To affiit your gen'ral ruſh, 
Flake haſte, ſhoulder your fi/dleſtick, 
© And all to piece dis nutſhell cruſh.” 


* 


© Natthelt he full, he bring ſome ment a, 
© Yor fiddleitick no good to eat a.” 


* Oh zounds, cot tam! 
Vit rage I an, | 
I could my fleth tor anger cat :? | | 
« Ah do, vou'il gt no other nicat.““ 


© Shades of creat muſicians all, 

© In heaven, in hell, or on the deep, 
Quick appear, obey my cali !* 

& He won't appear, he fait afteey.” 


B noncink, 

« farinciii, | 
Peel, | ; 
 {cuncilt, | 
And ail de ell, 


And nelly 


* 


a 
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And rin, 

a Anle ni, 

« Great filling quire, 

A pear it ſoun of David Ivre. 

« one, drive dis rogue from Engliſh land! 
© Fat, ſhort, and tall a men, 

© Come, to'low. follow men, 

© David and Svioman, 

One ling, and toder lead the band1* 


6 Ah you may bawl, 
© You cini be vont come at all.” 


e ſton vour mouth, you villain taef !* 
„All dis fine nize dome get roaſt beaf !*? 


© Come dome be fool, 

6: Bit let us join, 

« Yeur force and mine, 
& And den dome ſear 

% But, the next year, 

© Wid your fine hell, 

« Your tinTring [we.l, 
„% NMiy he, and ha, 

„% N:tt.r John Bull 
«Shall cry hoorn! 


* Five L. Opera 
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{ BALLAD. 


iN PRIVATE THIYATRYCAL®, 


— — — — 


WHEN I comes to town with a load of hay, 
Mean and lowly though l ſeem, 
T knows pretty well how they figures away, 
While 1 whiſtles and drives my team: 
Your natty ſparks, and flaſhy dames 
low do I love to queer, | 
I runs my rigs, 
And patters, and gigs. 
And plays a hundred comical games, 
To all that comes near. 


Then in a pet 
To hear 'em fret, 
\ mobbing away they go— 
(© The ſcoundrel deſerves to be horſe wirpt!”? 
« ho, me ma'am ? ') | 
Wo Ball, wo! 
So to mind them TI ne'er ſeem, 
But witſc and drives my team + 


0, 
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11. 

So as I ſeems thinking of nothing at all, 
An! driving as faſt as 1 can, 

I pins a queer thing againſt the wall, 
Halt a monkey, and half a man! 

Them b came round him to put up his blood, 
While he's trembling from top to tor, 1 


1 
My whip it goes {pank, 4 
1 tip 5 Ball on the flank, | | 


Bu! plunges, an! paints him all over w. vith mud, 
Quercrs i.is Ruckings, and ſpolls the beau! 


Then the ſwent pretty dear 
Ah coul l you bur hear, 


(% Odds cure you, I'll make you know, 9 
„ Mu internal villain!“ | i 
Lord bleſs your baby face, I would not hurt your Wl 
| « ſpindle ſhanks for the world!') 
| Wo Bail, wo! 


So to mini era Inter ſeem, 
But whales and dives n eam. 


111. 
And fo gets t! e fireſt fun 
And fr. k that ever you ſaw, 
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Of all I mee's I can queer cx*rv one 
But vou gemmen of the law: 
Though thev can ſcarcely put me down, 
Says I, to their courts when I'm led, 
Where : heir tails of a pig 
They hide with a wig, 
Ro'v many wavs in London town 


They dreſſes a calt's head. 


Then ev'ry dunce 
To hear open at once, 
Like m'!l-clacks their clappers go, 
(“ Oh that's the fellow I ſ grinning through ti: 
% horſe collar in the county.” 
© I fancy you're the fellow I ſaw grinning through 
« the piliory in London!“) 
Wo Ball, wo! 
So to mind 'em I ne'er ſeem, 
But whiſtles and drives my team. 
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a 


. BALLAD. 


IN PRI TW THEATT*CALS. 


. — — 
—ʒV2— ̃ꝓ—ö— — — — 


f $1NG of that Ife cf della“ t tesond meaſuve, 
That tars caim!s. lcad on the Loft co 15 main, 
Where : 011 1> enjoyment, where t., e's all ricafure, 


And where men ſoſe their lie s,. : (ure one 1c un 


Where vou fear no diſenſe but uk of an' fours y, 
Whore the water {t 0k tv ettiy, by vv Gf zeſt, 
Where you walk on your lege, wiv you'r. wot fop!y 
turyy, | 
And where, though you fcep ſoundly, you're never 
„ | 


Then puſh round the can, oh von have n't 2 noton 
Of ſilos, heir grog, an their ſweethearts, a: d wives, 
An e me, my ſo , the wig t lals of te on 
Who, thevg. they're ſo wretched, lea fach happy 
Iiv.s. | | 


ft b 
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Then you're always „f bllovs and vinds in the middie, 
That ſo daſh, and [+ wile, and bofder vour cars, 
And plav a duet with the tar's feng auff ue, 


So ſw ectly that ſounds, and that nubody hear: : 


Then to fee th. tight lads, how they laugh at a ſtranger, 
Wo fe''s billoys can Crown, and nine poundeis can 
8 . 
For you're ſite ſure enough, were you not in ſuch danger, 
And might !u!l at your eale, if you could but fit (till, 


Then puſh round the can, &c. 


111. 


What of perils that, alu avs the ſame, are ſo various, 
And through ſhot holes and leaks leave wide open 
Death's doors, | 1 
Devil a riſk's in a batt'e, wer't not ſo precarions, 
Sterns were all giz, and fun, bt for breakers and 
tlorcs ; | 


In ſhort, a tar's life, vou may ſay dat I told it, 
Who leaves quiet and peace, foreign countries to 
roam, 6 


Is, of all other lives, I'il be bonn! to uphold it, 
Th: bett life in the world, next to ſtaying at home, 


Then puth round the can, &c. 


— —_ —— 


B. X IL. I. AV. 


IN PRIVATE Tiit ATRICALS. 


—— 


Fr1s here's what J does, pve fer, forms a notion 
That our troubles, our for. cows ant ſtrefe, 
Are the winds and the bills that f ment the CCrang 


As we work through the p.ff.ye of nie: 


And fer tear en life's {ea lat the ve ſhould founder, 
To lamen', and to we-p, an to vail, 


1 a pop; un thät tres to cut- tar a nine poun.erg 


1 


ell the ume as a · wn ff ing ge. 


Why now l, though hard fortune has pretty near ſtarv'd 


Animy tos are all rag eg and queer. 


Nr vet gave the ba, to the feind that had ſerv'd me, 


Or caus'd ruin'd beauty a tear. 
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Now there tother day, when my meſſirate deceiv'd me, 
Stole mv rhino m-. cheit, and our Poll; 
Do you think in reven; Ze, u hile th eir troachery gr 1rd me, 


Ia cout martial cali'd ? Not at all, 


Thi: here on the matter vans my war of arg'ings 
lis true they nan't left ine a crois, 
A vile vite and ;ailc {r.cad though are gone by the 
bur, ain, | 
Sth. g:ad're lee's more than the loſs. 


Fur th fortunes a jilt, and has, &.. 


111. 


The heart's all- when ih it's built as it ſhou? U ſountt 
an! clever, 
Weego fore ine wind like a fly, 


But, ii 3o0ittnand run, you m Inf up for ever, 
. 4 


Yeu aivuye ful in the wind's eye: 


Wim iwer an! nv.fenſe in not to be paid off, 


1 © 4 1 * » 244+ @ 
I a dt, let en blon thin grellt guns, 
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A gale, a freſh breeze, or the o gemmen's head off, 
| tuke's | fe rowug and ſmooth a> it runs: 


Content, though hard fortune, &. 


— — 4 — _ 
A __ — 


FINALE. 


Lawvra? pay you witn woicis, and fine Jailies wich. 
vapours, 

Your parfuns with preaching, and da cers with capers 

Solder. fav vou with Cour e, a Come hither tees, 


Some met With ther fortunes, an! foie with tot wives: 


Some wit: fame, ſonie with conſcience, and many throw 
borit on, 


Pr fioians wc ati and great men with noting : 
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I, not to be finewar in ſuch a throng. 
For your K ndneſs pay you with the end of a ſong. 
b 3 


17. 


But pleading. engroſſing, declar'n , and vap' ring. 
Aud fi hting, and hectast g, aud dancing, and Capering, 
And preaching, and iwenrng, and bu lyiny—pretcribing, 


oY 


And cbaxing, and whce.jling, and feeing, and briving, 


And every prof Monial art of hum-drumming 

Is clearly in ſome foit ut ſpecies of humming; 

Pummiag !—1:iy, take me with you, the term's very 
ſtrong, | 


But I o:1ly meant hummiag the end of a ſong, 


Ili. 


For ali who this evening h+ve prid me attention 
I wou d I had laguna e of tore new inve en 
My thinks to e un. er wierw's the expiethiin 


Can defer. be of your kinn the Srateful wn ucfion : 
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Nia“ evory od: tne of vir lets he pro; ut ous, 
PB} ast n fun N 18 the I of your „ 11! '1 5 | 
Unin: 1414 be Vol 10. Sy yo! ir 1ve> h. Ane 1 lon, "1 


And now 1 am Come tv th- ed of my long. 


THE END OF THE SECOND VOLUME. 


 INDLX. 


A. 
An! did you hear what fad diſaſter, 9 
A ſailor and an honeſt heart, 11 


Arrah Pat, did you leave vour poor Unigh to mourn! 13 
Away pale fear and yh Ry terror, "us 
Al let not an inſtant of life pals away in vain, 17 
An inf..nat de ſenceleſs, 32 


A Drop of the Creature, 45 
All the Birds in the Air. 176 
3. 

Buxom Nan, 7.1 
But perhaps while thus s boldly expoſing ach ect; 121 
Bill Bobſtay, 123 


VOL, II. 


11 | INDEZ. 


C. 


Celia, | 


Cuſt he the ſordid wretch of yore, 


Camp of Pleaſure, 
Conſtant ſailor, 
Curjugal Comfort. 


Devoted to Celia, 
Death or Victory, 
Death Alive. 
F. 


Far from ſtrife and love's Alarms, 
Fergive me if thus 1 preſuming, 
Fanuly Likeneſs, 

GC. 


Sire round the word diſmount, 


21 
36 
91 

137 


- 
9 


68 
93 


19 
73 


41 


INDEX. 
II. 
Happy Jerrv, 
Roneſty in T atters, 
1. J. 


I vow I thought vou at firſt ſight, 
I went to fea with a heavy heart, 
I pray you when your ſwectheart pouts, 


If, my hcarty, vou'd nut Like a lubver appear, 


In which of all thy various jovs, 
It tars of their money are lavith, 
Indian Death Song, | 
Jack ia his Element, 

Ir:ſh-ialian Sung, 

Jack's G atitude, 

alian Recita:ive and Duetto. 


Lk- a very g 


Leap Fear, 


allant, 


nl 


61 


127 


95 
152 


29 
140 
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Life“ a Pun, 


Lawyers pay you with wor ls. 


NI. 


Morality in the Foretop, 
Mcum and Tuum. 

N. 
Nautica! Philoſophy, 
Neighbour's Fare, 
Notlurg but Prunk. 

O. 


Once on a time to mighty Jore, 
Our Jupiter has near his tlaone, 
Olymp.an Hunt. 


b. 


Pronitous Gods, 
Patrick O' Row, 


169 
189 


75 
164 


106 


20 
89 


INDEX» 


Peace and War, 


Poor Peg. 

R. 
Robin Hood, 
Roſes and Lilies. 

8. 


Such love as holy hermits bear, 


Sound Argument, 
Swizzy; 

Soldier Dick, 
Shenkin and Winne, 
Savage Love Song, 
Smoke tlie Beau. 


The bogtſwain cus. 
Thau hl am bible, 
Truly triond Gill, | 
Tits life's a Jays journey, 


39 
124 


vi | INDEX. 


The wind blew hard, 

To a i'ght common wound, 

The MWatery Grive 

The Ple:{ures of the Chaſe, 

The So dier's Ai u, 

The Joes of the Country, 
The Vi: tus of Dru: kenneſs, 
[ne Duſtman, 

The Sinpw:cck, 

1 he Negro and his Banjer, 
The AM ove man, 

They tell me I'm ma], 
True Erg''th Saior, 

True Tre: ſhip, 

The Rova: N: rals, 

The Lucky Etcape, 

The. beg ar, 

Ihe Kara Avis, 

]antivy, 

Jhe Drummer, 

The Seldier's aſt Retreat, 
Tack aud Tack, 

The Sail rs C nlolation, 
be Sailo.'s Return, 

True Wiſdem, 


IND fL 


The sultan and tlie Wag, 
The Waggoner, 


Tight Lads of the Occan 


V. 


Vauxhall Song, 
Virtue. 


W. 


When laſt in the Dreadful, 
Wounds, here's ſuch a coil, 


Whoul-t ve know where freedom dwells, 


Wg, or the Inun1ation, 
What feng ſhall I chant ? 


— — — — — 


vi 


104 
132 


